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-THIS  BOOK  QIVBS- 

1520   INFALLIBLE    ANSWERS   TO   ALL   QUESTIONS 

THAT  MAY  INTEREST  WOMEN  IN  EVERY 

POSITION  IN  LIFE. 


ntOK  TBB  WncHM:— Toons  woman,  yoa  eoont  yonr  It  r««M  and  hoMt  Wm 
or  Mra.,  jrou  eonilder  your  tt  y««n  and  Blffhl  MlM  of . . .  .yean. Ihe  T»rT  Ihousii* 
of  "old  maid  "makMyoashndilerl  UtM.....,Joa  are  •  widow,  and  •honld  nul 
wish  fur  any  oonaolatloni  All  of  yoa  ar«  daocntvra  of  Ere,  the  loqulaitlTe,  arid 

have  many  wlahsa  to  ffratlfr. 
many  detdres  to  attUfr.  The 
dark  future  dlMjalcUi,  the  pre*- 
ent  troubles  tta*  mind.  You 
ar«  more  or  leaa  beautiful, 
more  or  lew  happy,  at  leaat 
make  claim  to  liiapi>liieai. 
Above  all,  you  seek  knowledae 
aa  Ui  your  pri'tpecta  In  life 
whether  (rood  or  111  fortune 
awaita  you;  whether  you  will 
ever  or  ainayg  be  loved;  who 
aiid  whet  your  husband  wlU 
be;  whetlier  jou  will  enjoy 
bMssful  happiness:  whether— 
In  fact,  a  nxiltltude  of  thin^ 
that  caaii«  the  heart  worrlmcnt 
Well,  we  Witches  know  all  of 
you,  and  your  troubles  and 
anxieties;  and  as  we  read  your 
heart,  we  will  unveil  the  mye- 
terlei  of  the  future.  •  Belnii 
condns-ffemtan  to  Beelaebnb, 
we  can  Instruct  yon  ounceniinc 
matter*  which  Interest  yon 
most.  Let  us  peep  Into  them 
and  pray,  be  not  afraid  of  n^ 
for  w«  nave  been  fred>  and 
ropy  even  like  unto  you.  Take 
us  Into  tha  retlraoT  of  your 
bed-chamber,  and  there,  upon 
lllnw,  we  will  reveal  to 
;  to 
posMsi  the 
power  of  the  }>thian  oraole, 
and  will  tell  good  fortnne  to 
the  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the 
nnfalr.  This  book  will  b«  sent 
by  mall.  poat-i>aid,  on  receipt 
of  28o>  ™  sUvar  or  posta«« 
•tamps,     t^  SPBCIAC— nve 


^^^^H^l  your  pillow  we  will  n 
^^^^Hl  TOO  all  that  you  may 
12^SV         enow.     For   we    dom 


I  for  tL    Oe*  f oar  of 
makinfr  fl  m  ell,  and  therei  . 
tunsea  united  States  one  or  two-oent  portac* 
evr  roo«*.    When  orderlnc  from  foreign  ooontri 


year  triaiidt  to  ehib  in  with  tou  at »  OenU  eaoh, 

toy  tret  yonr  own  book  free  of  chanr*.    Clean  and 

two-oent  poetac*  stamp*  taken  aam*  aa  ouh  for  all 

v>    ..  —  s,.^^,~^  from  foreign  ooontrle*  alwM*  remit  by  Pu^-OBe* 

XoMy  Order,  aa  f  or*iffn_poatac«  Mamp*  are  of  no  value  to  na.    Addrea*  *U 

^^to^SuMT  oar  iSw  York  or  CUksMto  HooM.  wUelMTer  U  iMUWllo  yon. 

NKNRY  J.  WCHMAN,  PHbilshMP. 

>«fk  Row.  NEW  YORK. 


A  Book  replete  with  the  I*wa  that  flfOTem  Card 
Games  of  all  kinda. 


Containing  all  the  StawUrd  Rules  for  Shuffling,  Cutting,  Dealing  and 
Playing  of  Cards  in  America.    (Illustrated.) 


effi 


The  faadnallon  that  attache*  to  card  playlns,  both  for  amusement  and  gain. 
I*  only  circumscribed  by  the  boundaries  of  clvlliaatlon,  and  the  number  and 
'le*  of  nmae  are  as  multiple  aa  the  leavea  In  Vallambroaa.    It  has  beea  oar 
ort  to  bring  together  within  this  book  all  the  game*  known  to  modem  play^ 

•n.  and  alao  many  whioh  bav*  n<>(, 
111  general,  become  pupnlar,  a*  ytft, 
on  this  ma  "  the  big  pond."  Ttt* 
foUowbig  are  a  few  of  th*  ram*e 
treated  fan  this  boi>k:-AlI  I^r*— 
AU  nv«»-Anoaon  Pltch-Baecaraf 
—Beiiga*  —  Beaton  —  Br*ff—OM*iiio 
-Oallfomia  Jaok-CatchUte  TMi- 
Commcrcial  Pitch  —  Ooon  Omi  — 
Crlbhage  —  D<imlno  WhIat  — Draw 
Poker  —  Ecarta  —  Baehre  —  Ikro— 
Five  or  lilne  —  Forty-Fire—  Frenek 
Boston  —  French  Euchre  —  Freneh 
Whirt  —  Orabonohe  —  Haarta-Jaek 
Pota-lAnsguenet— Loo— Wsllirrta— 
Napi>letin— Newmarket— Old  Bledga 
—Pedro  Sanrho— Pinocle—  PIqpaC— 
Pitch  —  Poker  —  Quinae  —  Railroad 
Bachra— Ramach— Bong*  at  Moir— 
BouDca— RuMoon  Baiiqaa  —  Seolch 
V  btst-Seren  Up-81zty-8tz-8kat- 
Blobberhanne*  —  Solo— Solo  Whl*t~ 
Spoil  FiTa-Stqne-Stialght  Pokar- 
Stnd  Pok«r  -  Thlitaan  and  the  Odd 
— Trenta  et  Qoaianie  —  Tlngt-Cn- 
Whiakay  Pokar-Whlat  —  Amerlean 
WhiatLawiietc  TliiabookcontaiBa 
the  rolaa  eatabllafaed  and  revlaed  by 
Hoyle.  down  throogh  Chveadiah, 
Osmaron,  and  ntbara.  goremlng  tk* 

of  which  SI 


preeont  opportunity 
SSOa  '■>  ■!■*•''  or  po 


many  game*,  by  aid  __     

and  every  onaat  all  eonvanantwltt 
oard  playing  may  l*an>  kow  b«*t  to 
'■stake  behaaard  of  *  die.**  and 
win  or  loaa  m  adanea  and  skill  ikall 


This  book  wUl  be  aent  by  mall,  poat-pald,  on  raeeipt  of 

nps,    8raciAiA-Oet  four  of  roar  frd " — "^ 

wllfi'ycm  at  »oan{*aacli,  making  il.OO  In  aU,  and  there! 


poatage  stamp 


f raa  of  ebarg*.    Addrea*  all 
whlohersr  is  asM—t  to  you. 
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GIMME  MA  MONEY 

CoprriKht,  ISM,  by  0«o.  Wllllg  ft  Oo    EnKlish  coprrigbt  secured.      '  :'': 

Worda  uid  mnsic  by  Natbau  Blviiu.  :.!-.■■■',,.■■ 

"^'- ■■■'■■■"       Last  night  I  went  to  a  big  crap  game, 

How  dem  coons  did  gamble  wuz  a  sin  and  a  sliame. 

Coats  and  hats  wuzlayln' all  over  de  floor.  >    =' - 

De  house  wuz  crowded  wid  lots  of  toughs, 

Wld  race  horse  touts  wuz  awful  rough, 

One  coon  got  broke,  and  dese  the  words  he  said: 

REfRAIN.  , 

Gimme  ma  money,  don't  think  you're  funny, 
'Cause  I'm  a  nigger— you  don't  cut  no  figure; 
I'm  gambling  for  my  Sadie,  'cause  she's  my  lady, 
I'm  a  hustling  coon,  and  dat's  just  what  I  am. 

From  dere  I  goes  to  de  Odd  Fellows  Hall, 

To  have  a  good  time  and  dat  wuz  all. 

Another  crap  game  wuz  going  on  among  a  lot  of  touts. 

I  shoots  two  bits,  dat's  all  I  had; 

When  I  lost  it,  of  course  dat  made  me  mad, 

"Stop  dat  music,"  I  began  to  shout.— /.e/raiw. 

On  de  floor  1  dropped  a  ten-dollar  bill, 

A  gal  put  her  foot  on't,  her  name  wuz  Lill, 

I  says,  I>ady,  will  you  please,  mam,  look  out.  - 

:■;  .r . .  8he  says.  Young  man.  If  you  get  gay, 

"'  :, '  -:  -,        I'll  have  my  friend  to  put  you  away. 

And  to  dls  gal  I  could  not  help  but  shout:— ffe/roin. 

BRAVE  DEWEY  AND  HIS  MEN 

^         (DOWN  AT   MANILA   BAY.) 

CopjrrlKlit,  18M,  br  Dixie  Musk)  Co.,  N.  T. 
Wurda  liy  R.  F.  Oalvlii.    Mu»lc  by 'riios.  M.  Kane. 

-  A  squadron  Lay  at  break  of  day  with  enemy  In  view, 
£acti  boat  and  tar  had  sailed  afar  a  gloi  lous  deed  to  do. 
American  each  ship  and  man,  fought  that  eventful  fray!  ■ 

'Twas  Dewey's  fleet  the  foe  did  meet  down  at  Manila  Bay. 

Chorus.  .   ; 

Then  raise  a  cheer  all  earth  can  hear,  and  three  times  three  again,  . 

The  noblest  tars  who  sail  the  sea,  brave  Dewey  and  his  men : 

Then  raise  a  cheer,  all  earth  can  hear,  and  three  times  three  again,. 

1  he  noblest  tars  who  sail  the  sea,  brave  Dewey  and  his  men ! 
A  gallant  dash,  a  ro<ir,  a  cra.sh,  O'lr  guns  sjKtke  faultlessly. 
And  Dewey  brave  quick  orders  gave,  which  made  new  history. 
At  cannon  8  mouth  our  tars  did  shout.  "  Avenge  the  Maine  to  day  I" 
'All  Spain  now  weeps,  four  hundred  sleeps  down  at  Manila  Bay.— cAo. 

The  Castile  flag,  that  yellow  rag,  has  dipped  to  rl.se  no  more. 

The  8trii)es  and  stars,  and  our  loved  tars,  are  mas^ters  on  the  shore. 

Those  heroes  grand  throughout  the  land  are  itiolized  to-day! 

Our  foes  are  slain,  no  more  of  Spain  down  at  Manila  Bay.—  '  hotiit, 

THE  HERO  OF  MANILA  BAY 

:....:'■      Copyriffht,  1K98,  by  Tom  J.  QulKlt-y.    ■  ■; 
Wordiiand  Muaic  by  Tom  J.  QiiiKley. 

You  have  hf  ard  of  the  world's  great  battles. 

And  the  heroes  on  land  and  sea; 
There  are  many  who.se  names  are  mentioned 
Who  have  .shown  their  bravery;  ■ 

But  the  greatest  flght  in  history  was  fought  on  the  first  of  May, 
By  Commodore  George  Dewey,  the  hero  of  Manila  Bay. 

Chorus. 
:   Then  let  every  American  patriot  his  sincere  homage  i)ay. 

And  sound  his  praises  as  he  ought,  for  the  man  wlio  led  the  way; 
.    For  never  was  Bu<'h  a  battle  fought,  or  vict'ry  gained  in  a  day. 
As  the  one  by  Commodore  George  Dewey,  the  hero  of  Manila  Bay, 

Tho'  hia  course  whs  fraught  witli  danger. 

And  the  enemy's  guns  fii  sight. 
Each  moment  might  bring  destruction, 
As  he  siiiled  in  the  bay  that  night; 
When  told  of  the  desp'rate  chances,  he  remembered  the  Maine  and  said: 
"  I  must  avenge  our  neroes;  I  order  you  to  steam  ahead !"— 6"Aw«#. 
Ah  t  no  one  can  tell  the  horror 

And  surprise  at  break  of  day. 
When  the  Spaniards  saw  our  navy 
Floating  proudly  on  the  bay. 
Tlien  with  a  thund'rous  rattle  that  terrible  flght  began; 
But  Dewey  crushed  their  forces  without  the  loss  of  one  brave  man.— 6'Ao. 

i  LOVE  HER  JUST  THE  SAME 

CopyrlKht,  ISM,  by  Chu.  K.  Harris. 
Words  and  Matlo  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 
Within  an  humble  cottage  sits  a  broken-hearted  man,        \      1 

His  little  girl  is  sobbing  on  his  knee, 
A  letter  on  the  table  tells  the  same  old,  plaintive  tale,  '  .  '  ■■ 

She's  left  her  home  with  all  its  poverty. 
;.    He  holds  his  darling  In  his  arms,  looks  at  her  tearful  face: 

"Perhaps,  my  child,  your  mother's  not  to  blame; 
;■  Tlie  path  to  sin  she's  taken,  her  loved  ones  are  forsaken;      • 
Don't  cry,  my  dear,  I  love  her  just  the  same." 

Chorus. 
.       "I  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her  Just  the  .same. 

Although  she's  fled  and  has  disgraced  my  name, 
■'■■■■:         Though  she's  gone  with  another,  she's  still  my  baby's  mother. 
And  I  love  her,  yes,  I  love  her  just  the  same." 

.   •  The  music's  softh'  playing  In  a  ballroom,  oh!  so  grand. 

The  lights  are  flashing  on  the  dancers  fair; 
.  There's  no  thought  of  the  'morrow  In  that  gay  and  giddy  crowd. 

Whose  heartle.ss  laughter  rings  upon  the  air. 
Yet,  there  is  one  amid  the  throng,  who  once  was  pure  and  true. 

But  now  whoso  pallid  fac«  speaks  of  her  shame; 
She's  thinking  of  her  loved  ones,  of  baby,  home  and  husband; 

Will  he  forgrive  and  love  her  just  the  same.— CAo; «». 
The  father  and  his  little  girl  came  to  that  city  grand. 

They  searched  for  many  daj-s.  but  all  In  vain; 
They're  looking  for  a  loved  one.  whom  they  never  can  forget,    -: 

To  bring  her  back  to  home  and  friends  again. 
Thev  hear  a  scream,  what  can  it  mean,  the  child  cries  out,  "  Mamma;" 

Hu  wife  is  kneeling  at  his  feet  In  shame: 
She  orlee,  "Ob.  John,  forgive  me;  I  know  that  I've  been  guilty; 

For  baby's  sake,  ptoaae  take  me  home  again."— (7A</r««. 


Sing  Again  that  Sweet 


CopyrlKht,  IStM,  by  Spautdlng  ft  Qray.      Entered  at  Statloneii' ilall,  Luadon. 
Words  and  Music  by  GuRoie  U  Duvis. 
The  music  hall  was  crowded  in  a  city  o'er  the  sea. 

And  brilliant  lights  were  burning  ev'ry  wliere. 
The  songs  and  witty  sayings  filled  the  audience  with  glee. 

For  the  minstrels  from  the  sunny  South  were  there! 
A  minstrel  sang  a  sorfit  sU)out  his  old  plantation  liome, 

Down  upon  the  Swannee  Hiver  far  away; 
Then  a  gray-haired,  aged  darkey  sat  In  sadness  and  in  gloom. 

He  rose,  and  this  is  what  they  heard  him  sjiy: 

Rkfrai.n. 
Sing  again  that  sweet  refrain,  "  Dar's  where  ttie  old  folks  stay; " 
It  takes  me  l)ack  to  slav'ry  day.s,  liefore  1  w;»s  sold  away; 
Along  de  Swannee  River  b.anks,  dar's  where  1  use<i  to  roam; 
Nows  I'se  old  and  gray,  and  tar  away, "  far  from  the  old  folks  at  home." 

The  minstrel  sjing  the  song  again,  and  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears, 

The  aged  darkey  sjit  with  head  bowed  low. 
And  something  in"  his  heart  awoke,  that  slumbered  there  for  years, 

'Twas  the  memory  of  a  mother  long  ago. 
The  play  let  out  to  loud  applause,  and  when  tl>e  curtiiin  fell,        ^' 

The  darkey  slowly  tottered  on  his  wjiy. 
Thinking  of  the  sweet-voice<l  singer,  and  the  song  he'd  sung  so  well. 

Thinking  of  the  song  that  made  hiui  rise  and  .say:— AvA/«i«. 

BAOK  TO  THE  ONLY  GIRL  i  LOVE 

Copyright,  MDOCCXCVI.  Iiy  Henry  J.  Weliman. 
Words  ami  MubIo  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

Sad  was  tlie  hour  that  we  parted,  well  I  rememlM'r  the  day 
We  Quarreled,  and  then,  broken  he:irted,  we  each  thfii  we'iit  our  way. 
But  still  she  must  think  of  me  sometimes  she do<'s  not  forget  me.  1  pray; 
Our  paths  though  apart,  yet  1  feel  in  my  he:irt  she  will  lake  me  Uick 

CiioKi'.s.  I  some  day. 

Back  to  the  only  girl  I  love,  back  to  the  one  I  think  most  of; 

Happy  I'd  Iw  if  I  only  could  .see  my  d«';ir  little,  sweet  little  lo\  cd  one. 

Even  the  stars  all  seem  tosay,  there'll  come  a  time  not  faraway. 

So  be  of  light  heart,  tho'  now  far  apart,  she'll  take  you  hack  someday. 

Too  stH)ii  f>ur  dream  It  was  broken    oh,  how  my  he.irt.  It  di<!  pain. 
Andeatthteniler,  sweet  lit  tie  token  she  sent  iik' back  again;  jon  thi-irway. 
While  weeks  they  liave  gone  sini-e  we  paried.and  months.too.  h.iv«> i)as.se<l 
No  doubt  slie  regrets,  and  the  pjist,  too,  forgets,  and  will  tiike  m<'  \uu-k 
.■  ..  .,  •-■  •  [sonied.-iy.-  ('hofi$. 

My  Mother's  Kiss  Was  the  Sweetest 


OopyrtRlit,  lf«»0.  by  T  n  HurniR  A  1)0. 
Words  and  Music  by  Harry  F  Allfn. 

How  well  do  I  rememl)er  the  years  that  have  gone  by. 

When  a  youth  my  paths  were  alwjiys  strewn  with  ttowfis; 
.     I  never  realized  the  future  of  sormw  an<l  all  care, 

That  my  mother  would  advLse  me  every  hoin-. 
When  seated  by  her  side  life's  story  she  would  tell. 

She  would  tell  me  how  In  maiilicKjd  1  c<»ulil  fall; 
I  would  kiss  those  wither'd  lips  that  I  so  long  h;ivc  misstMl. 

My  motlier's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all. 

('noKcs. 
You  may  kl.ss  your  wife,  your  chihl,  your  sister  or  your  Itrother, 

They  may  all  be  sweet, "but  still  for  on<'  you'll  call; 
In  sorrow  or  distress,  1  always  will  confess. 

My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all.  '  . 

Many  tiniesl  think  of  mother  sitting  In  tli:it  oaken  ch;ilr. 

While  the  fire  in  the  hearth  was  Iturninjf  liriirht; 
I  would  listen  with  amazement  to  the  stories  she  would  tHI. 

And  now  fondly  I  would  w-jsh  "tw.is  hut  to  night. 
It  seems  but  like  a  dream  since  last  de;ir  mot h»'r  I've  s«M'n, 

Her  last  words:  "  My  boy,  be  can'fiil,  never  fall ! " 
,:   1  kissed  her  then  "  go(Ml-l)ye  "  and  slie  close<l  her  loving  eyi's,  ; 

My  mother's  kiss  was  sweetest  of  them  all.— <;/»«/ /'A. 

WHAT  YANKEE  LADS  WILL  DO 

.     '•■■.■  Copj  rlirlit,  IW8,  by  l>ixlt>  MubIo  Co. 

Wonta  by  Edward  K  (iatvlu.     Mtuic  by  Thus.  M.  Kunr. 

Ring  out  the  martial  summons  throughout  our  land  1<>  day; 
A  nation's  voice  hath  sjjoken,  the  blen<led  bine  and  gray; 
Salute  our  starry  banner,  'twas  born  of  the  heaven's  blue; 
We'll  teach  the  cruel  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  will  do! 
•     We'll  teach  the  cruel  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  Will  do  I 

Chorus. 
We  goto  fight  the  foemen,  God  speed  the  Gray  and  Blue; 
Our  flag's  unfurl'd,  we'll  show  the  world  what  Vank<-e  ladswllldo! 
We  go  to  flght  the  foemen,  tJwl  speed  the  (Jray  and  Blii<*: 
Our  fiag's  unfurled,  we'll  show  the  world  what 'i'aiikee  lads  will  dol 

,  ■■  .  The  day  has  come  for  action,  our  wrath  is  just  and  d«'<'i>; 

r-       We'll  right  the  wrong  we  suffered,  where  martyr'd  her<K>s  sle«»p; 

They  died  at  Free<lom's  altar,  unchalleng'd,  bravi'  and  true; 
"  .     We'll  show  the  Maine's  destroyers  what  Yankee  l.ids  will  do! 

We'll  show  the  Maine's  destroyers  what  Y'ankee  la<ls  will  do!    rho. 

:    We're  sworn  to  sacred  duty,  our  tars  will  sweep  the  sea; 
The  Maine  will  Ita  rememlter'd.  God  frowns  on  treachery: 
; .   The  long  roll  sounds  now,  freemen,  your  glorious  d«^ds  renew; 
No  flag  of  truce!  show  traitors  what  Yank<HA  lads  will  do! 
No  flag  of  truce  1  show  traitors  what  Yankee  lads  will  do!    (:/<otvt. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  YorL    Cataiosue  of  all  our  publications 

Free  upon  applicatkNi. 
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THE  CHURCH  ACROSS  THE  WAY 

CopyrlKht.  IMM.  by  SpaiiMiiiK  >«  Oray.      Riiie>eil  kt  SUtloiierx'  Mall,  Lniiidon,  Enff. 
Words  and  Music  by  Win.  B«n»>n  Oiuy. 

One  Ejvster  Sunday  inorninK,  wJiile  the  sun  was  sliliiintr  clear. 

And  good  folks  to  the  old  church  came  the  parsons  prayers  to  hear. 

They  Uttle  knew  while  seatetl  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 

A  human  life  was  ending?  In  a  home  just  o'er  the  way. 

A  man  In  deepest  poverty,  without  a  sinKl*^  friend. 

Would  answer  soon  the  call  of  death;  his  life  was  nearing  end, 

Witli  no  one  there  to  coiutyrt  him,  no  tender  words  to  sjiy— 

He  heard  the  morning  service  in  the  church  across  the  way. 

CHORIS. 
-    The  minister  was  preaching  his  goo«I  and  sacrwl  teaching. 
The  congregation  sat  in  ecst-acy; 
The  t)ells  liad  just  ceased  ringing,  the  cliolr  was  sweetly  singing 
"Nearer  my  Go<l  to  thee." 

Th<.*  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  lieart  within  those  sacred  walls; 

III"  told  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deception  falls. 

The  outcast  in  that  humble  home,  whose  life  had  l)een  a  blank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sjink; 

He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  his  lionored  brother  Ned. 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  liide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  lie  could  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thtiughts  would  never  stray 

FYom  etwh  word  taught  that  moridng  in  the  cliurch  across  the  way.—  C\o. 

IVIY  DAD'S  THE  ENGINEER 

Ci.pyritrbt,  MI)<"CCXCV,  by  lleniy  J.  rt.-liiuan. 
Wki'iIm  iiikI  Miisir  by  CbnK.  (iritliniii. 

We  Were  none  of  us  thinking  of  danger. 

As  the  train  si)ed  on  in  the  night, 
'Till  the  tlanu's  from  a  burning  forest 

A>I;Kle  the  piisstMigers  wild  with  fright. 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  witli  a  smile,  said, 
'  "There's  nothing  to  fear; 

I'm  sure  that  no  harm  will  Itefall  you. 

My  Dad's  the  engineer." 

Rkkr.\in. 
"  Dadiiy's  on  tlu-  engine,  don't  ije  afraid: 
\  Daddy  knows  what  he  is  doing,"  said  the  little  maid; 

"  We'll  s(M)n  Im"  out  of  danger,  don't  you  over  fear; 
Every  one  is  s;ite,  l)eeaus«'  uiy  L>ad"s  the  engineer" 

With  the  sparks  falling  closely  alM>ut  us. 

Thro"  the  tiames  we  s|)t'd  onso  fast. 
And  the  brave  little  maid's  father 

Brought  us  thro"  the  danger  all  .safe  at  last; 
And  the  proud,  sweet  face  of  his  lassie, 
i  And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear. 

Will  live  in  my  mem'ry  forever, 

"  My  Dads  the  engineer."— ««/'min. 

WHEN  YOU  ASK  A  GIRL  TO  LEAVE 


t''>|')  riKbt.  1895.  b)  S|> '<il.|liiu  A  <Ui>y.     Eiiteifd  ul  Sintioiient'  iliill,  t^-ltil'in. 
Wtirdi)  and  Mimlo  b/  Win.  H  <iriiy. 

At  a  kinil  old  mother's  side  sat  Jier  eldest  lM)y.  her  pride. 

Who  Would  .KiKHi  arrive  at  manhood's  stage  of  life. 
When  the  lad  l)egan  to  tell  of  a  girl  he  loved  so  well, 

.\nd  intended  asking  her  to  Ih)  his  wife. 
(.Ml  that  loving  nu>ther's  face  care  at  once  your  eye  could  trace, 
'     Like  the  change  of  brightest  sunlight  into  gloani 
"  Have  you  stopjied  to  think,"  said  she,  "  what  your  h>t  In  life  should  be 
.    Ere  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home? " 

CHORtS. 

When  you  a.sk  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  homestead. 

And  tosjiil  with  you  o'er  matrimony's  foam. 
You  shoulil  have  employment  then,  earn  your  way  and  living. 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home. 

When  the  kind  old  mother  said,  "Tell  me,  lad.  if  you  were  wed. 

How  eould  you  siip|M>rt  a  wife  .'ind  dress  lujr  well'?  " 
Said  the  lad,  •■  Why,  we  c(juld  live  on  the  money  you  would  give. 

And  In  one  of  fathers  houses  we  could  dwell." 
'"  But  the  girl,"  the  mother  cried,  "  has  a  dignity  and  pride; 

To  dei)en(l  on  us,  fntni  liome  would  never  roam; 
Though  we'll  help  you  all  we  can,  we  want  you  to  act  a  man. 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  H  happy  home." -6'/(wi«. 


Venus,  My  Shining  Love 

rnpyriKht.  18M.  by  SpmildlnK  A  Qray.    Entered  at  Sutlonera'  Mall,  London. 
WMiitKand  Millie  by  Qeorvv  M.  Cuban. 
'Most  ev'ry  one  has  a  sweetlieart  with  beautiful  eyes  that  shine; 
I'm  not  acquainted  with  your  love,  but  you're  well  acquainted  with  mine. 
Excelling  iill  other  ladles,  fairer  than  any  by  far; 
You  must  admit  that  the  brightest  of  all  is  Venus,  my  shining  star,. 

ClIORCS. 

Venus,  beautiful  Venus,  how  bright  you  shine; 
None  sliall  e'er  come  between  us,  sweet  Venus  mine. 
None  as  bright  as  my  darling  so  far  up  alxjve — 
Venus,  my  beautiful  Venus,  my  shining  love. 

Some  say  true  love  never  runs  smoothly,  l)ut  with  ttiem  I  disagree; 
Not  a  cross  word  has  Imen  uttered  'twlxt  Venus,  my  loved  one,  and  me. 
Leading  my  .stiir  to  the  altJir  was  my  most  Iteautiful  dream: 
When  I  compare  her  with  Saturn  or  Mars,  like  darkness  ti>  her  they  seem. 

TURKEY  IN  DE  STRAW 

Ai  aunir  bv  Sanford  and  Wilson. 
Went  down  to  New  Orleans,  got  on  a  fence, 

Tom  Turkey  In  de  buckwheat  straw, 
Dutchman  asked  me  I  talk  French, 

Dafs  nine  points  ob  de  law. 
Hit  'em  in  de  head  wld  a  great  big  brick, 

Tom  Turkey  In  de  l)uck wheat  straw. 
Didn't  I  make  dat  nigger  Icnik  sick, 

Dat's  nine  points  ob  de  law. 

CHORfS. 

Den  a  turkey  In  a  straw,  den  a  turkey  In  a  straw. 
Den  a  turkey  In  a  straw,  den  a  turkey  In  a  straw. 
Roll  a  web  of  straw  'round  to  hide  the  turkey's  paw, 
And  we'll  sliake  'em  up  a  tune  called  turkey  In  a  straw. 

Tobacco  am  an  Ingln  weed, 

Tom  Turkey  In  de  buckwheat  straw. 
From  de  debll  It  did  seed, 

Dafs  nine  points  ob  de  law. 
Rots  your  iKX'ket,  scents  your  clothes, 

Tom  Turkey  in  a  l)uckwheat  straw. 
Makes  a  chimbley  of  your  nose, 

Dat's  nine  points  ob  de  law.— t'Aw'.d.  ■      ,"-      .--^ 

WON'T  YOU  BE  MY  LIHLE  OIRL? 

OopyrlKbt,  ISM,  by  Tbe  Homer  Tnurjee  Pub.  Co. 
Woida  by  Iiiaac  U.  Itoynolda.    Muiiic  by  llomi-r  Toai J«>e. 
A  poor  little  ragged  child,  tears  were  In  each  pretty  eye. 
Stood  midst  the  city's  throng,  pleading  with  all  who  pa.ssetl  by. 
Crowds  gathered  by  her  side,  waiting  her  story  to  hear. 
Every  one  pitied  her,  'most  every  one  she<l  a  te,ir; 
I  have  no  place  to  go,  were  the  sad  words  that  she  said; 
NolKwly  cares  for  me  now  that  my  mother  is  dead; 
Then  .some  klii<l-hearted  man  led  the  poor  orphan  away. 
Holding  her  to  his  heart,  then  the  sweet  child  heard  hfm  say: 

Choris.  ■ 

Won't  you  lie  my  little  girl— I  had  a  child  once  like  you; 
She  had  those  same  pre.tty  curls,  and  those  same  bright  eyes  of  bine. 
So  I  will  love  you  the  same,  and  you'll  be  my  own  Uttle  pearl;        Igirl?" 
My  little  child  she's  In  heaven  with  your  ma,  so  won't  you  bt; "  my  little 

At  home  sat  his  darling  wife,  hair  now  gray,  tho'  young  in  years, 

She  held  a  photograph,  covered  with  mother's  sad  tears, 

'Twas  of  her  own  dear  child,  whom  she  will  see  here  no  more; 

She  treasures  all  the  toys  her  l>aby  left  on  the  floor. 

Husband,  returning  home,  met  his  dear  wife  at  the  door. 

"  Here  Is  a  child,"  he  said;  "you'll  not  l>e  sad  any  more." 

With  fond  <'ares.ses  then,  and  with  a  mothers  kind  way. 

She  changed  the  ragged  dress,  while  to  the  child  she  did  say:— CAo. 


\ 


Copyi'iKbt,  1895,  br  Fraiu'is,  Day  .t  lliintpr.    EiikIIi>Ii  oop.vrit;!  t  Kcuiiied. 
Wonlx  ami  Miixi,;  by  F-lix  McUlt-iiii'ii. 

I'm  a  dacent  young  colleen  Just  over  from  Ireland, 

And  all  of  the  lioys  seem  to  run  after  me: 
Sure,  they  think  'ka.se  I'm  Irish  there's  green  In  mv  optic. 

But.  faith,  there's  no  green  in  mv  eye,  you  can  .see. 
I  know  which  from  whether,  and  this  from  the  other; 

1  know  their  decavln',  deludherin'  way— 
And  so.  when  they  come  wld  their  coa.xhr  and  mashln', 

I  only  wink  at  them  and  to  them  I  say: 

CHORfS. 

"  Arrah.  go  on  I  you're  simply  tazin't 

'Pon  my  word,  yim're  something  awful: 

U-ive  nie  alone!  you're  mighty  plazin';  arrah!  go  'wa.y,  g^ton; 

<;<)  wld  ye,  go  'way;  go  wid  ye,  go  'way,  go  on:  " 

There's  wan  of  them  carries  up  bricks  to  the  mortar. 

He  tells  me  he  has  a  tine  gintleman's  shop; 
;   For  all  he's  got  to  do  is  to  climb  up  the  ladder. 

And  the  work  is  all  done  by  the  man  at  the  top. 
He  says  it's  himself  cud  keep  me  like  a  lady; 

He's  "  wan-wan  "  a  week,  and  he's  overtime,  too; 
He  swears  I  can  have  his  "  wan-wan  "  if  111  marry. 

But  I  only  laugh  and  then  say,  "  Wlr-ras  true ! "— r//orM#. 
Another  wan  Is  a  big  lump  of  a  p'liceman. 

He's  not  long  from  Ireland,  his  name  Is  MlCk  Lynn; 
And  he  swears  if  he  sees  any  others  come  mashln', 

Bedad  and  begorra!  he'll  run  them  all  in. 
He's  give  me  a  watch— I  can  guess  where  he  got  It, 

For  he's  on  night  duty;  he  sees  me  by  day.  '    . 

He  swars  to  l)e  true,  a  big  oath  on  his  truncheon. 

But  I  only  luk  at  bis  feet  and  I  say:— ( Aorw*. 


When  1  used  to  work  uixin  the  levee. 
Many  happy  darkles  there  you  see. 
Cotton  coming  In  so  very  heavy. 

Oh !  j<)lly,  there  was  lots  of  work  for  mp. 
Black  man  hauling  in  the  cargo, 

Sun  am  very  hot  upon  the  head; 
When  he's  done  he  dance  a  Jolly  Jargo, 
Rum,  tum,  on  the  tiaiijo  and  then  to  bed. 
Chorus. 
To  my  oakum,  to  my  chokum,  oh !  Pompey,  can't  yon  pick  a  peck  of  oakum: 
Ah!  ah:  ah:  golly  ain't  the  levee  nigger  free. 
Working  on  the  (  otton-l)oat,  ten  shilling  a  day; 
Johnny,  can't  you  pick  upon  the  banjo. 

Oh :  me.  oh :  my,  mamma,  mamma,  mamma,  don't  you  hear  the  l)aby  cry; 
Oh  I  me,oh:  my. ah  inamma,mamma,mamma,don't  you  hear  the  baby  cry. 

When  I  used  to  work  off  In  the  river. 

Satin  wood  and  water  all  the  day. 
Chilly  wind  he  come  and  make  me  shiver. 

Oh,  glad  this  child  he  was  to  get  away. 
White  man  he  gave  me  silver  dollar. 

Every  day  I  work  uj)on  the  dock; 
Then  I  get  some  whiskey  and  I  holler, 

Bloin'e,  blom'e,  Caterrego  rock. —  t'horu$. 

This  child  Is  fond  of  fried 'tatoe,  : 

Catfish  and  coffee,  oh,  it's  nice;  ..  \ 

Make  him  feel  Just  like  an  alligator 

When  him  Just  al)out  to  catch  a  mice. 
When  the  l>efl  he  rings  I  go  to  dinner,  .  .■ 

Den  I  goes  and  see  my  Dinah,  dear,  '    • 

I'll  marry  her  as  sure  as  I'm  a  sinner. 

And  love  her  all  the  days  that's  in  the  year.— CAotm*.  . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  l>e  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 
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THE  VOLUNTEER  0R6ANiST 

*  Cnpyriifht,  1893,  bjr  8|>aiildiii(r  A  Knrmler.  ..;', 

Wiinlii  by  Wm.  B  Gleiiroy.     Muiiic  by  Henry  Lnmb. 

The  preacher  in  the  villat?e  church  one  Sunday  morning  said. 

Our  organist  Is  ill  to-day,  will  some  one  play  Insteadt 

An  anxious  look  crept  o'er  the  face  of  every  person  there. 

As  eagerly  they  watched  to  see  who'd  fill  the  vacant  chair. 

A  man  then  staggered  down  the  aisle,  whose  clothes  were  old  and  torn; 

How  strange  a  drunkard  seemed  to  me  in  church  on  Sunday  morn. 

But  as  he  toucljed  the  organ  keys  without  a  single  word. 

The  melody  that  followed  was  the  sweetest  ever  heard. 

Rkfrain. 
The  scene  was  one  I'll  nfer  forget  as  long  as  I  may  live. 
And  just  to  see  It  o'er  again  all  earthly  wealth  I'd  give; 
The  congregation  all  amazed,  the  preacher  old  and  gray. 
The  organ  and  the  organist  who  volunteered  to  play. 

Each  eye  shed  tears  within  that  church,  the  strongest  men  grew  pale. 

The  organist  in  melody  had  told  his  own  life's  tale; 

The  sermon  of  the  preacher  was  no  lesson  to  compare 

With  that  of  life's  e.vample  who  sat  in  the  organ  chair. 

And  when  the  service  ended  not  a  soul  had  left  a  seat, 

E.xcept  the  poor  old  organist,  who  started  toward  the  street; 

Along  the  aisle  and  out  the  door  he  slowly  walked  away. 

The  preacher  rose  and  softly  said,  g<xKl  brethren,  let  us  pray  —  Hef. 

YOU'LL  NEVER  KNOW 

Co|>.<  right,  18»1,  l)y  t;haii.  K.  HniTta. 
Wonls  and  Miialc  by  Clia*.  K.  Harris.    Arr&ii(;ed  by  Jos.  Clautler. 
A  vision  of  beauty  greets  my  eyes,  a  girl  with  an  angel  face. 
As  she  stands  beneath  the  gleaming  lights,  with  oh,  such  careless  grace; 
Lovers  all  crowd  around  her  throne,  there  Is  no  place  for  me. 
As  I  stand  in  the  midst  of  the  mighty  crowd,  I  am  thinking,  my  love,  of 
You'll  never  know  the  pain  I  feel,  gazing  on  thy  face  bright,  [thee; 

You'll  never  know  the  dull  heartache  throbbing  in  me  to-night. 
I  can't  believe  that  you  are  false;  would  you  then  have  It  so* 
Though  my  heart  may  break  to-night,  you  will  never  know. 

CuoRra. 
You'll  never  know  when  my  heart  is  sad. 
You'll  never  know  that  my  love  you  had; 
If  there  be  one,  but  one  regret. 
You'll  never  know,  you'll  never  know, 
Tho'  my  heart  break,  you'll  never  know. 

The  carriage  is  waiting  at  the  door,  a  maiden  so  fair  steps  In,  , 

The  light  has  faded  from  her  eyes,  can  she  Ije  thinking  of  him? 
He  thitiks  me  false,  unkind,  untrue,  could  he  but  read  my  heart, 
^  The  answer  there  would  then  declare,  love,  we  shall  never  part. 
You  11  never  know  the  pain  I  felt,  coldly  you  turned  away. 
You'll  never  know  the  tears  that  fall,  falling  for  j'ou  to-day. 
1  m>ist  l)e  smiling,  bright  and  gay.  and  to  the  world  not  show 
How  I  long  to  see  your  face;  you  will  never  know.— 6'//^.( ».  . 

TOM  AND  I'LL  GO  TOO 

CopyriKbt,  1893,  by  S|>aiildiiii{  A  Ki>iiider. 
Words  and  Music  >>y  Ctios.  Grahnin. 
Before  the  grim  old  Judge  they  stood,  a  mother,  girl  and  boy. 

The  father  faced  his  children  and  his  wife; 
He  said  that  she  had  wronged  him,  tho'  she  once  had  been  his  Joy, 

He  sought  a  separation  there  for  life. 
The  judge  said,  I  will  part  you,  for  your  hearts  are  strangers  now. 

The  boy  can  with  his  mother  always  stay. 
And  if  the  girl  is  willing  she  can  with  her  father  go. 

The  little  daughter  then  t)egan  to  say: 

Refrain. 
My  home  will  be  with  motlier.  for  I'll  never  have  another, 
i .  If  I  should  leave  her  now  what  would  she  do; 

I  love  you.  dad.  sincerel.v.  and  my  mother  just  as  dearly. 
Take  niothei  home,  then  Tom  and  I'll  go  too. 

The  father  tho't  of  happy  days  before  the  babes  were  born. 

Before  estrangement,  jealousy  and  pride. 
The  promises  and  vows  he  made  upon  their  wedding  morn. 

The  loving  woman  who  l>ecame  his  bride. 
The  loyalty  of  childhood  proved  that  she  was  faithful  still. 

Upon  her  good  name  there  was  not  a  stain; 
Tlio  veil  was  torn  lasunder,  and  they  never  will  forget 

The  words  that  made  them  man  and  wife  again:— //«/'rai«. 

THE  MINER'S  DREAM  OF  HOME 

CopyriKlit,  1891,  by  Francis,  Day  •(  Hunter. 
Written  and  Canip<>sed  by  Will  Goodman  and  Leo  Drydeii. 

It  Is  ten  weary  years  since  I  left  Ireland's  shore, 
In  a  far  distant  country  to  roam; 
.'-  How  I  long  to  return  to  my  own  native  land,; 

To  my  friends  and  the  old  folks  at  home. 
Last  night,  as  I  slumbered,  I  had  a  strange  dream, 
;     • .       ?       One  that  seemed  to  bring  distant  friends  near; 
I  dreamt  of  old  England,  the  land  of  my  birth. 
To  the  heart  of  her  sons  ever  dear. 

Rkfrain. 

I  saw  the  old  homestead  and  faces  I  love;  I  saw  England's  valleys  &  dells; 
V   I  listened  with  joy.  as  I  did  when  a  boy,  tothesoundoftheold  village  bells; 

The  log  was  burning  brightly— '»was  a  night  that  should  banish  all  sin, 
'     For  the  bells  were  ringing  the  old  year  out  and  the  new  year  in. 

While  the  joyous  bells  rang,  swift  I  wended  my  way 
;•'.      .  To  the  cot  where  I  lived  when  a  lx)y; 

..•-.>,.. "^    And  I  looked  In  the  window,  yes,  there,  by  the  fire, 
•,r  .'  4         Sat  my  parents— my  heart  nlled  with  joy. 

The  tears  trickled  fast  down  my  bronzed,  furrowed  cheeks. 

As  1  gazed  on  my  mother  so  dear; 
I  knew  in  my  lieart  she  was  r.aising  a  prayer 
For  the  boy  whom  she  dreamt  not  was  ne&r.— Ife/ialn.    ,      : 

At  the  door  of  the  cottage  we  met  face  to  face, 
'Twas  the  first  time  for  ten  weary  years;  .1  ■..;•. 

Soon  the  past  was  forgotten— we  stood  hand  In  hand- 
Father,  mother  and  wanderer  in  tears. 

Once  more  In  tlie  fireplace  the  oak  log  burns  bright,  ■  :'., 

And  I  promLsed  no  more  would  I  roam; 

As  I  sit  in  the  old  vacant  chair  by  the  hearth. 
And  I  sing  the  dear  son^  "  Home,  Sweet  Hom^."— llefrain. 


THE  miDWAY  PALOINA 

Cupyrtirht.  1(94,  by  T  R  HarniH  .£  Co.    Ensrll-li  ciip)riiihtl>ecureil. 
Words  by  J«inea  Thxriitoii.    Music  adapted  frvni  Ui«  Spanisli. 

Oh,  Santiago,  and  de  Lumljago, 
And  the  Senorita  dat  will  pull-a  de  leg-o; 
Oh.  Mexico  and  the  MexIcanao, 
And  de  Dago  sella  de  ripe  BjinaiK);         ,",, 
The  night  go  and  de  Dago  from  Itallo, 
Standing  on  the  corner,  selling  the  hot  tamalio; 
Hidalgo  Espagnola  from  San  Marllo, 
►  .         And  "  the  man  that  broke  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo; " 
And  the  mandolins  will  ring,  and  Signora  will  siiit; 
•'  Daddy  won't  buy  me  a  bow-wow-wowwow. 
Bow-wow- wow- wow- wow-wow." 
"After  the  ball-o,"  "Collar  and  elbow," 
"He  never  cares  to  wander-o,"  "  De  cat  cjime  backo," 
"Th«  man  In  the  moon-o"  Biarry  him  soon  o,  alia.  ] 

Oh.  cigaretto.  and  de  cigaro. 

Wheeling,  West  Virginia,  In  a  wheelbarrlo; 

Oh,  Silver  Bill  and  the  Buffalo  Bllllo, 

I  don't  know  how  much  1  owe.  Tit  Wlllio. 

A  j'oung  girl  went  to  supper  with  my  brothero,  •• 

Now  one  of  his  legs  is  longer  than  the  other-o; 

When  she  left  him  he  didn't  have  a  sou  l-o. 

For  she  was  one  of  the  "Two  Mttle  girls  In  blue  l-o." 

Oh.  he  t>ought  her  a  ring  iind  the  maiden  will  sing. 

There's  a  jay  born  each  minute  or  two-I,  '  ; 

Minute  or  two-I-o. 

Oh.  Carmencitu,  Regalonctta, 

And  Paquetta,  I'm  going  to  meet  her  Jnst  down  the  street  a,       ; 

With  her  big  feet-a,  never  looked  sweeter,  alia. 

I  HANDED  IT  OVER  TO  RILEY 

Copjriglit,  189K,  by  Franic  Totisey.    Entered  at  Sratlonerx'  Hnll,  l^nnloii,  Kuk. 
Words  l>r  All«rt  Hall.     Music  by  Fells  McUlennoii. 

.  -      There  never  were  two  stanncher  pals 
Than  I  and  my  chum  Johnny  Riley; 
We'd  booze  together  or  flirt  with  gals, 
—      And  we  valued  each  other  highly; 
Whenever  there  was  any  booze  to  be  got. 
Or  somebody  paid  for  the  keg  or  pot, 
I  would  collar  the  measure  and  gulp  the  lot. 
Then  I  handed  it  over  to  Riley. 

Chorus. 

For  Riley  and  I  were  chums,  and  we  always  shared 

Black  eyes  or  sugar  plums,  the  divll  a  hair  we  cared: 

When  there  was  anything  nice  atxiut.  take  my  word. 

That  when  I  had  done,  I  handed  it  on  to  Riley. 
One  day  while  I  was  on  a  spree 

Along  with  my  chum  J&hnny  Riley, 
One  of  those  men  they  call  a  "  D  " 

Came  in  and  surveyed  us  slyly. 
.     Then  he  grabbed  me  gently  by  the  ear. 

And  whispered,  "  Young  man,  I've  a  warrant  here! " 
Well,  I  took  that  warrant  in  the  greatest  fear. 

Then  I  handed  it  over  to  Riley.—  ciionti. 
One  night  I  found  a  watch  and  chain 

While  out  with  my  chum  Johnny  Rlley, 
..    And  he  for  his  share  did  «jon  complain. 

And  he  did  it  so  awfully  wily> 
But  as  by  a  lamp  we  chanced  to  pa.s8, 
I  saw  by  the  light  of  the  flaring  gas 
That  the  watch  was  gold  but  the  chain  was  brass. 

So  the  chain  went  over  to  Riley.—  t'hoiuf. 
One  sweet  spring  morn  I  took  a  wife. 

My  l)est,  of  course,  was  Rlley; 
I  thought  she'd  \)e  the  Joy  of  my  life, 
'         For  she  acted  .so  very  sliyly; 

But  1  soon  found  that  marriage  was  no  jrreat  fun. 
For  she  chased  me 'round  the  house  with  a  gun. 
Till  I  said.  "  Dear  madam,  with  you  I've  done," 

And  I  handed  her  over  to  Riley. —  rtiurot. 

She  May  Have  Seen  BeHer  Days 

Copyright,  1894,  by  T.  B.  Harms  A  Co.     En|rlli>h  oopyrlKht  aerured. 
Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 
While  strolling  along  with  the  city's  vast  thrmig. 

On  a  night  that  wag  bitter  cold. 
I  noticed  a  crowd,  who  were  laughing  aloud 
Atsomethlng  they  chanced  to  liehold:  \:-  • " 

"^  ■  I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be. 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  tne  crowd's  angry  Jeers, 
And  then  I  heard  somebody  say: 

Chorus. 
She  may  have  seen  better  days,  when  she  was  In  her  prime; 
She  may  have  seen  better  days  once  upon  a  time; 
Though  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  mother  Is  waiting  for  her,  who  has  seen  Iiett«r  days. 
If  we  could  but  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell. 

Perhaps  we'd  not  lie  so  severe; 
If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  outcast  alone. 

Mayhap  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 
She  was  once  some  one's  joy,    ast  aside  like  a  toy- 
Abandoned,  forsaken,  unknovm. 
Every  man  standing  by  had  a  tear  In  his  eye. 

For  some  had  a  daughter  at  home.- 6V/0/W*.  ' 

The  crowd  went  away,  but  1  longer  did  stay; 

For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  she  sat  there  alone. 
That  something  was  breaking  her  heart; 
":.      She  told  me  her  life,  she  was  once  a  good  Wife, 
•        Respected  and  honored  by  all; 

Her  husband  had  fled  ere  tney  were  long  wed,  :  ^',..-: 

And  tears  down  her  cheeks  sadly  t&\\—*'honn. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  tiio  aiiovt 
songs  Will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  yoMr 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  l>y  N.  J.  WENMAN, 
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Copyright,  ltt6,  by  Howard  &  Co.    Entered  tX  StaUoiiera'  lUll,  London. 
'■^.:  X  ny  Hurry  CuHlMK  and  Wm.  Bi  Cray 

Of  pretty  prlrls  the  singers  sliiK,  and  poets  of  them  write, 
r      But  Jimmy  Jolinsoii  Ims  ii  trirl  wlio's  simply  "  out  of  sight; " 
i      Indoors  or  out,  lie  raves  ulK)ut  their  happy  wedding  day, 

And  Heatetl  by  her  side  each  night,  he'll  take  her  hand  and  say: 

CH0RC9. 

Oh !  Matt gie  Maguire,  l)elieve  me,  my  girl,  I  adore  you. 

My  hearts  all  aflre,  and  I'll  do  anything  for  you; 

Name  the  day,  don't  turn  me  away,  I'm  lonely  when  you  roam. 

Say  you'll  l)e  true  and  I'll  marry  you  as  soon  as  I  buy  the  home. 
They  often  liave  a  «|uarrel.  Just  like  others,  her  and  Jim. 
An(l  then  for  days  she'll  pass  him  by,  won't  even  nod  to  him; 
Somehow  tliey  always  "  make  up,"  though  when  Jimmy  to  her  brings 
A  little  present,  which  he  gives,  as  pleadingly  he  sings:— 6'/m/im*. 

McGiiity  at  the  Living  Pictures 

C'opyrlKlit,  lilM,  by  S|>auliUiiK  A  Gray.      Kiiteied  at  SlalionerH'  Hall,  lyiudoD,  En(r- 
WurdB  and  Music  by  Joe  Flynn. 
Diiii  Mcfiiiity  went  into  the  opera  show 

With  his  old  wife  Mary  Ann, 
And  he  took  a  front  seat,  near  the  middle  aisle, 

.\iuoiigst  the  bald-headed  clan; 
Hut  he  wasn't  prepared  for  the  sights  he  saw, 

And  he  laughed  with  might  and  main 
Wlit'ii  the  living  pictures  came  to  view. 
Why  lie  nearly  went  Insane. 
Choris. 
When  )n^  s.'iw  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  why  he  got  such  a  shock 
You  could  hear  his  heart  atlcking  like  an  eight-day  clock. 
Then  he  daiued  and  he  praiiceil,  and  says  he,  "I've  been  to  France, 

lint  tliat^s  the  tliiest  sight  I  ever  saw;  ^" 
Tlien  his  eyes  bulged  out,  he  l»egan  for  tt>  shout: 
Tin' gallery- lK)ys  ihey  hollered,  •■  Put  that  Zulu  out." 
Then  his  wife  grabl>e<l  his  teet,  luilled  liim  under  the  seat. 
So  he  couldn't  gaze  upon  the  living  pictures. 

(;hoius. 
When  the  girl  who  j>osed  as-Veiius,  with  her  form  so  grand, 
I  ou  could  hear  Mciiiiity  holler  'way  alM)ve  the  band, 
Tlieii  says  he,  "Mary  .\nn,  you  will  lose  your  old  man 

If  you  doiit  l>e  iiufck  and  take  me  out  entirely; " 
When  lie  saw  the  lady  bathers,  lie  jumped  like  a  hare. 
It  I'Ktk  nin(>  ushers  tor  to  hold  him  in  his  chair; 
Tlhii  he  whisnered.  with  a  grin,  "  Mary  Ann,  go  take  a  swim 
Witli  the  lauy  bathers  In  the  living  pictures." 

Cnonrs. 
Wlien  he  saw  the  other  picture  we  thought  sure  he  would  die. 
It  was  Adam  and  Eve  gazing  up  to  the  .sky. 
Till  II  he  hollered,  "Mary,  dear,  oh,  why  did  you  bring  me  here, 

1  can  never  love  you  now  the  way  1  used  to;  " 
Til. -11  he  looked  at  Slother  Kve,  and  loudly  he  bawled, 
"  Hr  goHv,  vou'll  be  chilly  when  the  snow  does  fall;  " 
Tli>-n  the  ushers  grabU'd  him  nice,  stuck  his  head  in  a  pall  of  Ice, 
.1  list  to  keep  him  cool  while  at  the  living  pictures. 
,  Choris. 

Then  he  leajM'd  and  he  creejied,  and  he  took  another  i>eep, 
.\  id  the  way  he  carried  on  made  the  audience  weep, 
Tiien  Ills  wife  savs,  "  l>aii,  do  come  home  like  a  man. 

If  you  must  have  living  pictures,  1  will  do  them;  '       __ 
But  he  didn't  hear  her  s|)eak.  he  was  off  in  a  trance, 
St.iiKliiig  oil  a  chair,  doing  the  '•  HocK'hy-Coochy  "  dance; 
When  the  last  girl  posed,  why  they  had  to  turn  the  hose 
•  Ml  McOinty,  when  he  saw  the  living  pictures. 

Pat  Malone  Forgot  tliat  He  Was  Dead 

Copyiitflit,  1K93,  liy  H  W.  I'etrle. 
WoMb  by  Harry  ('.  Clyilu.    Melody  by  Jaa.  J.  Swetriiey. 
Times  were  hard  In  Irish  town,  ev'rythlug  was  going  down, 

-Mid  Fat  Maloiu'  was  pushed  ftir  ready  cash; 
He  for  life  Insuranr-e  si)eiit  all  his  money  to  a  cent, 

So  all  of  his  alfairs  had  gone  to  smash. 
I'.iil  his  wife  spoke  up  and  said:  "Now,  dear  Pat,  if  you  were  dead. 

That  twenty  thousand  dollars  we  could  take." 
Ami  so  Pat  lav  down  and  tried  to  make  out  that  lie  had  died, 

I'litll  he  smelt  the  wliiskey  at  the  wake; 
Then  Bat  Maloiie  forgot  that  he  Wiis  dead; 

He  rals*Hl  himself  and  shouted  from  the  bed: 
"  If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corp.se  he  mu.st  be  In  It; 

Vou'll  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 
Th'ii  Bat  Maloiie  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  raised  himself  and  shouted  from  the  be<l: 
"  If  this  wake  giM's  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  must  be  In  It; 

Youll  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 

Then  they  gave  the  corpse  a  sup,  afterwards  they  tilled  him  up. 

And  laid  him  out  again  ujxfii  the  ImhI; 
Then  before  the  moniiiig  gray  ev"r\lxKly  felt  so  gay, 

Tnev  all  forgot  he  only  played  off  dead. 
So  tliey  t(M>k  him  from  the  bunk,  still  alive,  but  awful  drunk, 

.Mid  put  him  in  the  cotflii,  with  a  prayer: 
But  the  driver  of  tlie  cart  siiid:  "  Bedad.  I'll  never  start 

I'litil  I  .see  that  some  one  pays  the  fare." 
Then  Bat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  In  the  coffin,  while  he  said: 
•If  you  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  lie  sorry  that  j'ou  said  It; 

Brive  on.  or  els«'  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 
Then  Bat  .Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  In  the  cottln,  while  he  said: 
"If  vou  dare  to  doubt  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  said  it; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corp.se  will  break  your  head." 

So  the  fiin'ral  started  out  on  the  cemetery  route. 

And  the  neighbors  tried  the  widow  to  console. 
Till  they  stopjted  lieside  the  base  of  Malone's  last  resting  place, 

.\nd  gently  lowered  Patrick  In  the  hole. 
Then  Malone  began  to  see.  Just  as  plain  as  one,  two,  three. 

That  he'd  forgot  to  reckon  on  the  end; 
St»,  as  clods  tiegan  to  drop,  he  broke  o(T  the  coffin  top, 

Ai)d  to  the  earth  he  quickly  did  ascend. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead, 

And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  fled;  -> 

He  came  nearly  going  under;  It's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder, 

TtiBt  Tat"  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 
.Tbeaftit  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 

And  rroto  the  cemetery  ipiicklv  fled;  .    .  ' 

ii0  caaMsneMTly  going  under;  It's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder,      .  u . \ 

That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 


OH!    PROMISE  ME 

CopyrlKlit,  ItM,  by  O.  Scliinner.        ■,:;>..■■, 
Word!  by  Clement  Scott.    Music  by  IteKluald  De  KoTen. 

Oh,  promise  me  that  some  day  you  and  I 
Will  take  our  love  t«)gether  to  some  sky. 
Where  we  can  Iw  alone  and  faith  renew. 
And  find  the  hollows  where  those  flowers  grew; 
'       Those  first  sweet  violets  of  early  spring. 

Which  come  In  whispers,  thrill  us  both,  and  sing 
Of  love  unspeakable  that  is  to  be— 
Oh,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  me. 

Oh,  promise  me  that  you  will  take  my  hand. 

The  most  unworthy  In  this  lonely  land. 

And  let  me  sit  lieside  you,  In  your  eyes 

Seeing  the  vision  of  our  parauise; 

Hearing  Ood's  message,  while  the  organ  rolls 

Its  mighty  music  to  our  very  souls. 

No  love  less  perfect  than  a  life  with  thee— 

Oh,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  me. 


\ 


Words  by  Mary  Hai  k  I/enion.     Music  by  John  W.  Mullen. 

After  the  day  has  sung  Its  song  of  sorrow. 

And  ojie  by  one  the  golden  suirs  appear, 
I  lingered  yet,  where  once  we  met.  beloved. 

And  seem  to  feel  thy  spirit  still  Is  near. 
The  fiowers  have  fled  that  lilossomed  In  that  springtide. 

The  lilrds  are  mute  that  s^ing  their  songs  above. 
And  tho' the  years  have  drifted  us  asunder,  i 

Time  cannot  break  the  golden  chain  of  love.  [ 

Still  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather; 

Still  we  can  hoi»e,  until  the  cloutls  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart  and  whisper  through  the  silence,    . 

"  Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last."  ! 

Sometimes  my  heart  grows  wearj*  of  Its  sadness. 

Sometimes  my  life  grows  weary  of  Its  pain. 
Then,  love,  I  wait  and  listen  for  your  whisper. 

Till  fears  depart  and  sunshine  comes  again. 
It  cannot  be  that  we  should  jiart  forever. 

That  love's  sweet  song  Is  hushed  for  us  alway; 
I  hear  It  yet,  although  Its  theme  be  altered;  " 

'Twill  reach  thy  heart,  and  bring  thee  liack  some  day. 
Love,  we  can  love,  although  the  shadows  gather. 

Still  we  can  hoiie  until  the  clouds  be  past; 
Come  to  my  heart  ami  whisper  through  the  silence, 

'•  Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last; 

Hope  on,  dear  heart,  our  lives  shall  meet  at  last."    i 

COME,  PLAY  WITH  ME 

Copyrltrlit,  IRM,  by  Fraocli^  Day  A  Hunter.    EnKhxb  r"pyrlKtit  secured. 
Words  by  O.  P.  Hawtrey.    Muitc  by  Alfred  Hlnmiiton. 

I  have  not  been  here  very  long,  as  yet  I'm  quite  a  stranger. 

And  so  to  try  an  English  song  may  seem,  perhaps,  a  danger. 

One  thing  I  ask,  a  favor  slight.  I  hoi)e  you'll  not  refuse  me. 

That  If  1  don't  pronounce  It  right,  you  kindly  will  excu.se  me.  fine. 

I'm  fond  of  games  and  roaii>s,  you  see,  I  wish  you'd  come  and  play  with 

Chords. 

For  I  have  such  a  way  with  me, 
A  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me; 
I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me. 

Do  not  think  it  wrong. 
I  should  like  you  to  play  with  me. 
To  play  with  me,  to  play  with  me; 
I  wish  youd  come  and  play  with  me. 

Play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  nice  young  man,  who  likes  to  linger  near  me. 
And  when  I  t<^ld  him  of  my  nlan,  he  said  he'd  come  and  hear  me. 
He  told  me  I  need  fear  no  fright,  that  there  would  l)e  no  danger. 
He  .-^ald  the  song  would  l)e  all  right,  although  I  was  a  stranger; 
But  now  my  friend  I  cannot  see,  he  won't  come  out  and  play  with  me. 

Chorus. 

Tho'  I  have  such  a  way  with  me, 
A  way  with  me,  a  way  with  me; 
I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me, 

Do  not  think  it  wrong. 
He  won't  come  out  and  play  with  me. 
And  play  with  me,  and  play  with  me; 
He  won't  come  out  and  play  with  me, 

Play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 

He  promised  he'd  lie  In  his  place,  he  promLsed,  too,  to  cheer  me; 
He  said  that  I  should  see  his  face,  and  know  that  he  was  near  me; 
But  courage!  though  he  Is  not  here,  there  Is  not  any  danger. 
You  are  my  friends,  I  need  not  fear,  although  I  am  a  stranger. 
Ahl  there  he  Is,  my  friend,  I  see— will  you  come  out  and  play  with  me. 

CHORI'S. 

For  I  have  such  a  way  with  me, 
A  way  with  me.  a  way  with  me; 
I  have  such  a  nice  little  way  with  me. 

Do  not  think  It  wrong, 
will  you  come  out  and  play  with  me. 
And  play  with  me,  and  play  with  me; 
Will  you  come  out  and  play  with  me. 

And  play  with  me  all  the  day  long. 

The  Wonto  and  Music  of  either  of  ffw  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your, 
selection,  for  ODIE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    CatalogiM  of  all  our  publications  mailei 

Free  upon  application. 


Lbm 


Be  sure  to  order  a  copy  of  the  latest  success  by  the  composer  of 

"I  Never  Loved  Until  I  Met  You." 


**5HE  WAS  NOT  TO  BLAME. 


»f 


Words  by  BESSIE  MITCHELL, 

THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS. 
CHORUS. 


i 


± 


i^^m 


Music  by  SAMUEL  H.  SPECK. 

TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 


± 


— ^ 


:|: 


She 


gave      him     back 


the 


*: 


(s-«- 


i  N 


m% 


-i 


%* 


\\ 


g^ 


^f 


^• 


^ 


* 


'■^^^f 


m 


i^ 


ring      she      loved       so        dear, 


And    his 


m 


-^'r 


^*- 


■sr 


f 


I 


J   I 


t-:=t 


rf-F 


S^ 


r^i= 


H 


-4=: 


I; 


-i^-*- 


pict 


±: 


jS£1 


i2ti: 


m 


ure   which      she       al    -    ways     to 


her     heart      kept     ver 


rti 


m 


^^^ 


*=T 


%% 


W. 


i 


-^ 


i^^: 


Pi' 


^="^^^^ 


*   IS- 


-I 1- 


r« 


y      near ; . 


¥~? 


il 


I*     -s*-  • 


3 


-1^ 


-*- 


f 


i^ibJ: 


1-^ 


^ 


i: 


P 


4- 


-t^ 


I 


^^ 


^^^ 


— s^;^ 


i-w-t 


4—, 


All         was     o'er       be   -   twcen 


them, 


She'd     ne'er     bear        his         name;. 


Their 


i^-^ 


vA 


It? 


-s^ 


I 


^ 


P 


^l^-F^ 


fr^ 


;;^=i 


=J 


^'r^ 


*^ir 


i^ 


n 


P      Pr 


m^- 


^ 


^ 


3J-«- 


^ 


i 


n^ 


w 


t 


/^ 


^^=.* 


^ 


^      jzyg^ 


paths  in       life       must      lie  a    -    part,     But 

4-  ^ 


i 


W^;iEi 


n 


:s^ 


;«z^?^^ 


t*-*- 


1^ 


/TN 


^f * 


she        was     not  to       blame. 

3^ 


-A 


3^- 


3^ 


Copyright,  HDCCCxcvi,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


f 


I 


^ 


^ 
($ 


,.-= 


=s- 


^>. 


p 


X  Complete  Copy  of  this  Song 
will  be  sent  post-paid  for  25c,  by 


H.J.WEHMAN, 


108  Park  Row,  New  York, 


^ 


^ 


^1 


m^-: 


1 


.'■•>' 


i 


u 


I 


>""■ 


.  -*■,-.•: 
It-.- 


%- 


t 


t 


/" ;':.,  i; 


\ 


HALF-PAST   NINE 

Oofiyrliclit,  18(8,  by  Fiauvis,  Day- A  Hunter.    Eiiirllah  i-»p>rtKbt  wvured. 
Words  )>;  Wal  Pink     Mu«lc  by  L»o  I^  Bruiin. 
:■      Oh.  sweet  are  vacations,  they  brliiR  variations, 
)■••        80  thouKhtJohnny  Hopkins,  a  clerk, 
.•  As  off,  like  a  rocket,  went  he.  cash  In  pocket. 

Released  from  his  (lull  oCQce  work; 
He  (lid'not  go  touring,  long  travel  enduring. 

But  to  a  small  village  unnamed. 
Where  he,  although  married,  a  love  affair  carried 
On  with  a  young  girl,  who  exclaimed: 

CHORfS. 

Ill  be  there,  love,  at  half  past  nine; 
y  I'll  be  there,  be  It  rain  or  shine; 

I'm  your  true  love,  aiid  you  are  mine. 

So  meet  me  down  the  lane  to  night  at  half  past  nine. 

Still  they  miiHt  be  pitied,  for  they  tH)th  omitted 

To  mention  whlcli  end  of  the  lane, 
,        So  whil.st  he,  'mid  showers,  st<xKl  one  end  for  hours. 

She  stood  at  the  other  In  vain. 
She  waited  till  ten,  then  said,  "He's  like  all  men;  then: 

III  meet  him  tomorrow  Instead; 
With  heart  down  to  zero,  she  wrote  to  our  hero. 

And  this  was  the  way  the  note  read:— 'Ao»"#.  - 

John's  wife  wasn't  vicious,  but  she  grew  suspicious. 

So  down  to  the  village  she  came; 
Arrived  unexpected,  the  note  Intercepted, 

Resolving  to  upset  his  game; 
Thought  she,  half  past  nine,  sir,  the  fun  will  be  mine,  sir. 

For  as  the  clock  Htrtkes,  I'll  strike,  too; 
With  horse-whip  she  waited,  and  met  lilm  as  stated. 

Then  wollopetl  poor  John  black  and  blue.    (Saying:) 

>  ClIORlS. 

rve  got  here,  love,  by  half-past  nine; 

I've  got  here;  don't  you  think  It  fine; 

I'm  your  true  love,  but  you're  not  mine; 

She  left  her  trade-mark  on  him  just  at  half-past  nine. 

ril  Not  Go  Out  wHh  Riley  Any  More 

t'opyiiRlit,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wvliman. 
Wonis  and  MukIc  by  Hurry  S.  MlUi^r. 

My  old  friend  .Tohnnle  Riley  says,  "Come,  Mac,  along  with  me; 
1  mean  to  draw  me  |M'nslon  and  we'll  have  a  real  oUI  spree; 
We'll  both  go  down  to  Murphy'.s.  then  we'll  stop  In  on  Magee, 
And  have  a  drink  or  two  at  Missis  Grady's." 
Siiys  I,  "  Now.  John,  come  home;  leave  the  drink  and  stuff  alone. 

And  you'll  feel  the  better  man  to-morrow  morn." 
"  Devil-afoot."  he  sjivs,  "  I  will,  sure  I  mean  to  have  me  fill," 
Bo,  like  a  fool,  1  had  to  go  along.         , 

CnoRi'S. 
But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Every  bone  within  me  botfy  since  is  sore; 
Sure  lie  got  me  In  a  tight,  and  leave  them  lock  me  up  all  night, 
No!  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 
Next  morning  Riley  said  to  me,  "Indeed,  I'm  sorry.  Mack." 
KavK  I.  "  I  want  no  syinpathy  or  anything  like  that; 
Now  if  you  had  sto<id  by  me  when  you  got  me  in  a  scrap, 
I  wouldn't  been  the  sight  I  am  this  morning." 
Rays  he.  "Tut.  tut.  don  t  fret,  sure  I've  plenty  money  yet; 

Now  cheer  up.  and  well  go  out  and  talce  a  drop"— 
So,  like  a  fool  again,  sure  I  did  the  very  same, 
And  went  with  Riley,  when  1  swore  I'd  not. 

ClIORfS. 

But  I'll  not  go  out  with  RlUy  any  more; 

Just  for  fun.  he  iniked  a  pllceman  in  the  Jaw; 
Then  he  ran  away,  did  he,  and  let  the  copper  collar  me. 
So  ru  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 
Now  Riley,  here  a  week  ago.  went  o'lt  one  night  alone. 
Although  he  called  around  for  me.  I'm  glad  I  wasn't  home; 
Me  wife,  she  says.  "  It's  likely  that  you'll  tlnd  him  at  McGlone's." 
Says  he.  "  111  stop  there.  Missis  McAnally." 
He'd  gone  a  block  or  more,  when  a  dangling  wire  he  saw, 
'^  And  so  gently  In  the  breezes  »lid  It  sway. 

And  he  thought  the  wire  was  dead,  but  'twas  full  of  life  Instead, 
That  happened  just  a  week  ago  to-day. 

CHORfS. 

But  111  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

It  was  yesterday  ttie  last  of  him  I  saw; 
As  the  funeral  wound  away,  sure  then  I  to  meself  did  say. 

Now  I  can't  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Tlie  Widow's  Piea  for  Her  Son 

Copy  riKbt,  1WK<.  by  Lunia  H.  R  ■«  A  Co. 
I'ointHiHed  by  Lfwln  Hnll. 

1  Strolled  into  a  court  house  n(»t  many  miles  from  here. 

A  boy  stiKMl  in  the  prisonnr's  dock,  his  mother  she  was  no.ir; 

Tlie  boy  was  quite  a  youngster,  but  he  had  gone  a.strav, 

And  from  his  master's  cash  Ixjx  he  had  taken  wune  coin  away. 

The  twy  addres.sed  His  Honor,  while  the  tears  ran  down  his  cheek. 

Said  he,  "  Kind  sir.  will  you  allow  my  mother  there  to  siwak?  " 

His  Honor  then  consonted.  while  the  1k)V  hung  down  his  head. 

And  turning  to  the  jurymen,  these  words  his  mother  siiid: 

Cll()RlS. 

Remember,  I'm  his  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  my  son. 

And,  gentlemen.  rcmemlHT.  it's  the  nrst  crime  that  he's  done. 

Pont  s<'iid  my  Iniy  to  prison,  for  that  would  drive  me  mad; 

Remember.  I'm  a  widow,  and  I'm  pleading  for  my  lad. 
The  l.iwyer  for  the  prosecution  at  the  widow  commenced  to  frown, 
■  And  \H)\U^\y  asked  His  Honor  if  he'd  order  her  to  .sit  down. 
He  s  lid  it  was  disgraceful,  and  a  gross  insult,  indeed. 
His  Honor  to  sit  on  that  Ih-iicIi  and  allow  that  wonuin  to  plead. 
The  widow's  eyes  tlashe<l  Hre.  and  her  cheeks  turned  deadly  pale; 
She  s;iicl,  "  I'm  here  to  try  and  save  mv  offspring  from  the  jail. 
Although  my  boy  is  guilty-  I  own  his  crime  is  bad. 
But  who's  there  that's  more  lit  to  plead  than  a  mother  for  her  lad? "  do. 

The  judge  then  addressed  the  prisoner,  and  these  words  to  him  did  say: 
"I'm  sorry  to  sit  on  this  bench,  and  see  you  here  to-day. 
I  will  not  blight  your  future,  but  on  your  crime  I  frown. 
For  I  cant  forget  that  I  have  got  some  children  of  my  own. 
I  therefore  will  discharge  you  "-and  the  court  then  gave  a  cheer— 
"But  remember  that  It's  chiefly  through  vour  widowed  mother  there, 
I  bope  you'll  j)rove  a  comfort,  and  no  more  make  her  sjid. 
For  she  hMs  proved  there's  no  onecllngsllkea  mother  to  her  lad." 
Remember,  she's  his  muttier.aad  the  prisoner  there's  ber  son,  etc. 


My  Girl  Is  a.Winner 

■    .'•  Co|i>  riKbr.  I8M,  by  Nattes  A  Cu.  ■''■"■I  ^i;"- 

Wuroii  unci  MiiHio  by  E  Nattei*. 
There's  a  charming,  neat  soubrette.  who  will  set  me  crazy  yet; 
All  her  actions  are  so  cute,  she's  a  daisy,  she's  a  "  t)eaut." 
When  she  comes  uiion  the  stage,  this  soubrette  is  all  the  rage; 
What  she  says  is  all  the  go;  she's  a  winner  at  the  show. 

ClIOKfS. 

My  girl  is  a  winner  at  the  music  lialls. 

Neat  dancer  and  singer,  and  she  gets  the  calls. 

I  take  her  to  dinner  when  the  curtain  falls, 

My  girl  is  a  winner  at  the  music  lialls. 
She  makes  such  a  charming  face  when  she  shows  a  bit  of  lace; 
All  the  bald  heads  have  a  tit  while  just  watching  for  this  bit. 
She  gets  lots  of  n  ce  bou<iiiets  for  her  lovely  winning  ways; 
This  soubrette  you  ought  to  know,  she's  a  winner  at  the  show.— CAo. 

Dennie  Murphy's  Daughter  Nell 

Copyrltflit,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  1.  WVIminn.    Ki<ti-r<'d  atStaUonera'  Hall.  Loodun. 
Witrils  and  MiiKic  li)  Clia<    R   Uncr. 

Just  down  the  street  a  block  or  two  lives  Murphy's  daughter  Nell; 
Her  hair  Is  fair,  her  eyes  are  blue,  iinleed,  she's  quite  aoelle; 
She  smiles  on  me  whene'er  we  meet,  she  has  iny  heart  and  hand  complete. 
And  when  work  is  done  I  start  and  run  my  Nell  toQieet. 

CllOKlS. 

Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell 

Walts  for  me  after  tea; 
She  knows  well,  she  dare  not  tell 

That  she's  engaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  the.se  tlays.  when  I  get  a  raise. 
The  l)ov  that  she  loves  so  well 
Will  many  Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  Nell.  | 

The  old  man  says  his  daughter  Nell  can  never  marry  me; 
Says,  she  must  wt'U  a  howling  swell,  that's  rich  and  up  In  "O." 
But  on  his  Nt'll  I've  got  llrst  call,  she  says  It's  me  or  none  at  all. 
And  last  night  she  siiid  we  will  be  wed  some  time  this  fall.—  <  /loi": 

THE  LITTLE  LOST  CHILD 

Copyright,  IWI.  by  J<>8   W   Si<-iii.     EiiU-red  at  Sti>tii>iier»' Hall,  London. 
VVor.lB  by  KiIr    II.  M'irk».    MuhU-  by  Ji*.  W.  Sierik 

A  passing  policeman  i'(i:i<id  a  little  child; 
She  walked  beside  Mm.  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindiv,   "Now  you  must  not  cry, 
I  will  find  your  nianmia  tor  vou  bye  and  bye." 
At  the  .stati<»n  when  lie  asked  her  for  her  name,        • 
And  she  answered  .Fetinie.  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"  At  last  of  vour  mother  I  have  now  a  trace— 
Your  little  features  bring  back  her  sweet  face." 
Ciiours. 

"  Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  1  will  take  you  right  home. 

Come  and  sit  down  «-lose  In-side  ine;  no  inoi-e  from  me  you  shall  roans: 

For  you  were  a  IkiIh'  in  arms  when  y<iur  nirither  left  me  one  da.v; 

Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child  away." 
■"Twas  all  through  a  (|u;irrel.  madly  Jealous  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me.  womanlike,  you  see.  , 

Oh.  how  1  loved  her,  grief  near  drove  iiie  wild."  t 

"  Pajia.  you  are  crying."  lisped  the  little  child. 
Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide: 
"Have  you  seen  my  dar'ingy"  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Hiisoand  and  wife  tlien  meeting,  face  to  face. 
All  is  soon  forgiven,  in  one  foml  embrace. 

"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  we  will  take  you  right  home.  etc. 

FALLEN  BY  THE  WAYSIDE 

t'.'pjiiKlil,  IKK,  by  (  bag.  K    lUrri-s  .      [ 

WurilK  anil  Music  by  ('liiiB.  K     llarri*.     Arranged  by  Frank  Mayr. 

A  handsome,  noble  l(M)king  man  came  walking  down  the  street. 

Beside  him  strolled  a  little  girl  so  iK-aiitlful  and  sweet. 

Unconscious  of  the  many  eyes  that  lovingly  were  cast 

On  the  handsome  father  and  his  happy  child.  . 

From  o'er  the  wav  there  came  a  lady 

With  burning  tears  that  seemed  to  blind  her  eyes 

As  on  the  child  she  gazed; 
"Oh.  look.  pai>a.  there  comes  mamma,"  .. 

Cried  the  little  liuuK-ent. 

But  the  father  quickly  drew  his  l>abeaway. 

Rkkkai.v. 

She  has  fallen  by  the  wayside,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall; 

There's  no  hand  outstretched  to  save  her.  not  a  friend  that  she  can  call; 

Ev'rv  door  is  closed  again.st  her,  not  a  soul  for  her  will  mourn; 

She  has  fallen  by  the  wayalde,  she  has  gone  beyond  recall. 

Down  the  street  there  goes  a  maiden,  dressed  with  jewels  bright  &  rare' 

But  the  eyes  that  shone  so  brightly  how  they  tell  of  woe  and  care; 

Stops  a  one-time  friend  and  whisi>ers  to  her  comrade  passing  by, 

"  Ijook,  there's  Josle,"  then  they  turn  away  and  sii;b. 

*'  'Tis  but  a  year  since  she  was  with  us, 

A  merry  maiden,  oh,  so  happy,  . 

And  with  true  frie/ids  by  the  score; 
But  she  left  them  for  another  life. 
Her  mother's  prayers  were  vain. 

In  our  hearts  she's  dead  to  us  forevermore.— A'«/"/«rin. 

In  a  quiet  little  cottage,  standing  back  among  the  trees. 
Orowitig  ivy  twining  'round  the  porch,  the  p.tth  ways  strewn  with  leaves. 
Within  the  cosy  parlor,  gathered 'round  the  fireside. 
Can  l)e  seen  the  saddened  family  at  home. 
Pressed  close  against  the  cottage  window. 
A  tear-stained  face  is  looking  straight  within 
*  Upon  the  loved  ones  all; 

"Take  me  home."  the  t)oor  child  murmurs,  -  "" 

It  comes  from  a  breaking  heart. 
But  their  Josie  she  had  gone  l)eyoiid  recall.— /?</'rain.  ' 
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"IT  WAS  NOT  DOWN  ON  THE  PROGRAM." 

Words  by  HOWARD  GRAHAM,  Music  by  CHAS.  GRAHAM. 
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sing     one     song      for     the       Old     Ken-tuck  -  y    Home,    for     the       Old  Ken  -  tuck  -  y    Home     far      a  -  way. 
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In  the  world's  mighty  gall'ry  of  pictures  hang  the  scenes  that  are  painted  from 
The  picture  of  love  and  of  passion,  the  picture  of  peace  and  of  strife:        [life. 
The  picture  of  yonth  and  of  beauty,  old  age  and  the  blnahlng  yonng  bride. 
All  liaug  01)  the  wall,  but  (he  saddest  of  all  are  the  pictures  from  life's  other  aide. 

Cborus. 

Tie  a  picture  from  life's  other  side,  some  one  who  fell  by  the  way,  |- 

A  life  has  gone  out  wllh  the  tide  that  may  have  been  happy  one  day; 
Some  poor  old  mother  at  home  watching  and  walling  alone, 
Longing  to  hear  from  the  lov'd  ones  so  dear,  'tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. 


The  first  scene  Is  that  of  a  gambler  who  has  lost  all  his  money  at  play, 
Draws  bis  dead  mothur's  ring  from  his  finger,  slie  wore  on  her  wedding  day; 
His  last  earthly  treasure  he  stakes  it,  bows  bis  head  that  his  shame  he  may  hide. 
When  they  lifted  his  head  they  foand  he  was  dead,  'lis  a  picture  from  life's  other 

[side.— CAcni*. 

The  next  tells  a  tale  of  two  brothers  whose  paths  in  life  dlff'rent  ways  led, 
The  one  was  In  luxury  living,  the  other  one  tiegged  for  his  bread: 
One  dark  night  tliev  met  on  the  highway, "Yonr  money  or  life,"  the  thief  cried. 
And  betook  with  Ids  kuife  his  own  brother's  life, 'tis  a  picture  from  life's  other 

[side—  Chorut 

The  last  Is  a  scene  by  the  river,  of  a  heart-broken  mother  and  babe,  [save* 

'N*?ath  the  harbor  lights'  glare  stands  and  shivers,  an  ontcart  whom  no  one  wll' 
And  yet  she  was  once  a  true  woman,  she  was  sompl>ody'B  darling  and  pride, 
Qod  help  her,  site  leupe,  there  is  no  one  to  weep,  'tis  a  picture  from  life's  other 

[side— (7/'or»»». 


LITTLE    KITTY    RILEY. 


Copyright,  lt«T,  by  Oeo.  A. 


Oracg. 
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^  >  ^ 


Jntit  around  the  corner  in  a  quiet  little  home, 

Tli>;re  lives  sweet  Kitty  Riley  witli  her  mother  all  alone; 

Tlicre  is  DO  hrni>sel8  cnrpct,  no  paintings  ricii  and  rare, 

'Tis  Just  a  scene  of  home,  sweet  home,  and  you  are  welcome  there. 

Chorus. 

Little  Kitty  Riley  Is  the  girl  that  I  adoie. 

The  girl  that  I  would  marry  and  love  forever  more; 

A  pcrffct  hunch  of  sweetness,  the  s<>nl  of  pride  and  neatness, 

M<>  girl  can  take  the  place  of  Kitty  Riley. 


I  am  often  waiting  while  mv  Kitty  passes  by. 
To  catch  a  ray  of  sunshine  from  the  comer  of  her  eye; 
Tlioiigh  she  Is  not  an  heiress  or  girl  of  high  degree, 
But  Just  a  simple  working  girl  yet  good  enoagli  for  me. 

.  Chords. 

Little  Kitty  Riley  is  the  girl  that  I  adore. 

The  girl  that  I  would  marry  and  love  forevr  more; 

A  perfect  bunch  of  sweetness,  the  soul  of  pride  and  neatness. 

No  girl  can  take  the  place  of  Kitty  Rilny. 


Asleep    at     the    Switch. 


CvpyriKht.  11*7,  by  K.  T.  I^ull. 


Words  and  mosia  by  Chaa.  Bhaokford. 
■  >  »    ^ 


All  riglita  rc«»rTed. 
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Tiie  midnight  express  will  be  late  here  to-night. 

So  side-track  the  weet-hoiind  freight, 
Tlioee  wore  the  orders  that  Tom  ha<i  received. 

As  he  passed  through  tlie  roiind-honse  gate; 
Tom  was  tlie  swlicliman,  with  heart  true  as  steel, 

And  duly  was  first  In  Ids  breast. 
But  the  thought  of  Ids  hoy,  who  was  dying  at  home, 

(y'razed  Tom,  and  he  fell  at  his  |>ost: 
Tbeslirill  whistle  blew  on  the  freight  for  the  west. 

The  rumble  was  heard  of  the  midnight  express. 

RxrRAiM. 

Asleep  at  the  switch,  and  no  warning  light. 
To  signal  tho^e  trains  that  rushed  through  the  night* 
When  down  to  the  switch  ran  Tom's  daughter's  Nell, 
The  ciieie  had  piissed,  his  hoy  would  get  well. 
She  caught  up  tiic  ligiit  and  waved  it  on  liigh. 
And  (•idc-tracked  the  west-boniid  freight. 
And  tlie  niidiii<.'ht  exiirese  all  in  safety  flew  by, 
While  Tom  was  asleep  at  the  switch. 


The  freight  slowly  backed  on  the  main  track  again, 

The  men  called  to  Tom  good-night. 
Only  the  soli  of  a  girl  made  reply. 

And  they  saw  by  the  engine's  light, 
Tom  lying  fl  't  at  his  post  where  he  fell. 

And  there,  with  lier  head  on  his  breast. 
Was  his  lirave  daughter  Nell,  who  bad  saved  all  their  lives. 

And  those  on  the  midnight  express. 
Each  man  on  the  freight  for  the  west  bared  his  liead. 

For  Tom's  heart  had  stopped,  at  his  poet  he  lay  dead. 

RKniAIN. 

Asleep  at  the  switch,  the  president  read. 

And  my  wife  and  child  were  on  board,  he  said. 

But  as  he  read  on  his  stern  face  relaxed, 

Tills  road  shall  rewanl  such  heroic  acts. 

He  sat  at  his  desk  and  filled  out  a  cheek, 

And  sent  it  with  all  dispatch: 

Twas  for  Tom's  daughter,  Nell,  for  her  brsve  deed  that  nlgb^ 

While  he  slept  his  last  sleep  at  the  switch. 


BETTER  TIMES  ARE  COMINi;  BTE  AND  B!E 


CopirlKht,  ISM,  by  CarletOD  UavanAUgh  ft  Oo. 


Word*  and  mudo  by  Will  C.  Carletuo. 
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There  are  limes  when  trouble's  shadows  seem  to  hover  'round  onrdoor. 
Keeping  out  the  sunshine  which  had  made  home  bright  before. 
Bill  many  a  bitter  tear  Is  check'd  and  many  a  learfuT  sigli. 
Suppress  d  la  hopes  that  better  limes  are  coming  bye  and  bye. 

''■-,    Chords. 

Belter  times  an  coming  bye  and  bye. 

The  sun  will  chase  th<'  shadows  from  the  sky. 

Then  hard  times  will  be  no  more,  we'll  lie  bappy  as  of  yon. 

For  better  Unies  are  comiDg  bye  and  bye. 


As  we  Journey  on  life's  ocean  many  storms  may  'round  ns  rise. 
Vainly  do  we  seek  a  ray  of  light  from  darken'd  skies,  ^ 
But  never  mind,  the  sun  will  shine,  then  tear-stained  cheeks  will  dry. 
So  live  in  hopes  that  better  times  are  coming  bye  and  bys. 

Chorus.         .;  J..  ■:■.■'■•.•  ■;..V:i^'- 
Better  times  are  coming  bye  and  bye. 
The  snn  will  chase  the  shadows  from  the  sky. 
Then  hard  times  will  he  no  more,  we'll  be  h^ipy  ■■  of  yon^ 
For  bette/  t|g^  an-  cuniiny  bye  tnd  bje. 


•V.  "^*ir\  • 


Order  a  copy  of  the  latest  success  by  Dave  Marlon,  author  of  *'  Only  one  Qlrl  in  this 

World  for  fie,"  and  numerous  other  popular  songs. 
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THERE'S  ALWAYS  A  WELCOME  AT  HOME 


THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS. 
CHORUS. 


Words  and  Husic  by  DAVE  MARION. 
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TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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There's  al -ways     a      welcome   at     home,. 


In  the  same  place  we  still   live   a  -  lone,. 
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been  done   hiu;   passed,  so     ho   questions   we'll   ask,        You  know  we  think     of  you  where-e'er  you  may  roam;    Your 
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lit  -  tie  room  looks  just      the     samr, 
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If  you   love  us  you'll  come  back  a  -  gain,. 


We'll  be 


i 
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hap  -  py  once  more,         as      in     days     of    yore.     There's  al-ways       a     wel  -  come    at      home. 
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I'M  MAMMA'S 


GIRL 


Oonyrlcht,  1S94,  by  H-  W  Petrto 


entered  at  SUUonen'  Hall.  liondoD.— Wordaby  Aitbar  J.  lAmt^ 

■      *  9  m     ' 


Uxute  by  B.  W.  Petrie.— AB  ttgbiB m— lad. 
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A  mm  wlio  bad  an  accident,  while  trav'ling  on  a  train. 

Received  a  shock  that  stunned  bis  nerves  and  rendered  him  InaaiM, 

8i>  In  a  coaiitry  hospital  for  many  years  he  lay 

Until  they  tlioneht  that  he  was  well,  and  be  was  sent  away. 

ills  wife  and  child  who  thooKht  him  dead,  lived  In  a  little  town. 

And  tbroagh  the  streetei,  one  summer's  day,  the  man  came  wandMng  down. 

And  by  a  boose  he  saw  at  play  a  very  pretty  child, 

Aad  when  he  said  "  whose  girl  are  yoaf  '*  she  answered  as  she  amlled; 

Chorcs. 
"Tm  mamma's  little  girl,  papa  called  me  Baby  Pearl; 
Everybody  that  I  see  falls  right  In  love  with  me. 
I'm  mamma's  little  girl,  papa  called  me  Baby  Pearl, 
For  you  see  they  all  love  me,  I'm  mamma's  little  girit " 


''Toa're  Baby  Pearl f"  be  asked  of  her,  when  snddenly  tne  said, 

"O  there's  my  passy  ran  away,"  and  after  it  she  sped. 

And  running  oat  into  the  road,  the  sweet  child  did  not  heed 

The  great  Are  engine  that  came  on,  with  swift  and  sndden  speed. 

The  man  saw  all— a  sodden  ran,  his  life,  his  all  he  braved— 

From  iiiidenieatb  the  hornes'  heels  the  little  one  he  saved. 

When,  llght'ning  like,  he  knew  the  troth,  she  was  his  own  aweet  child, 

Be  aaid,  "  I  know  whose  girl  yoo  are,"  and  abe  said  as  she  smiled^ 

Cbobds. 
"I'm  mamma's  little  girl,  papa  called  me  Baby  Pear); 
Rrerybody  that  I  see  falls  rigDt  in  love  with  me. 
I'm  mamma's  little  girl,  papa  called  me  Baby  Pearl, 
For  yon  see  tbey  alllove  me,  I'm  mamma's  little  girl  I" 


THE  TRAMP'S  DREAM 

<  Oopyii«bt.  18S6.  by  H.  W.  PMrl*.    Entered  at  StaUonsra' HaU,  London.— Word*  by  Arthur  Trevalyan.    Moalo  by  H.  W.  Patrle.— Ail  richts  reserved.  [ 
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Shaffling  along,  shunned  by  the  throng,  there  trudges  a  w.retched  old  tramp; 
Hungry  and  worn,  clothes  to  shreds  torn,  and  still  with  the  morning  dew  damp; 
Now  in  the  square  be  watches  there  the  children  who  play  with  their  toys; 
Soon  bis  eyes  close,  sleep  drowns  his  woes,  be  dreams  of  the  past  and  its  joys. 

Chobos. 

Be  was  dreaining  of  the  friends  of  his  childhood. 
Of  the  glad  days  he  roamed  thro'  (he  wildwood. 
Of  his  lioybootl  sweetheart,  and  their  little  dog-cart. 

And  the  wild  flowers  that  f:rew  by  the  stream. 
Of  the  crime  that  had  made  lilia  a  drunkard. 
Of  the  two  neglected  graves  in  the  chnrcb-vard. 
Of  his  mother's  last  kiss,  and  the  toys  be  did  miss. 

Were  all  pictured  in  the  poor  old  tramp's  dream. 


Startled  be  wakes,  truth  on  blm  breaks— alasl  It  is  only  a  dream. 
Pleasures  ne'er  last,  past  remains  past,  and  dreams  are  the  sole  joys  supreme. 
So  he'll  live  on  till  life  is  gone— 'lis  too  late  to  mend  his  l)ad  ways. 
8UU  throogh  regret  he'll  ne'er  forget  the  dream  of  bis  once  bappy  days. 


Chobus. 

Hs  was  dreaming  of  the  friends  of  bis  childhood, 
Of  the  glad  days  he  roamed  thro'  llie  wildwood. 
Of  his  boyhood  sweetheart,  and  their  little  dog-cart. 

And  the  wild  flowers  tliat  grew  by  the  stream. 
Of  the  crime  that  had  made  him  a  drunkard. 
Of  the  two  neglected  graves  in  the  c|ufrcb-yard. 
Of  bis  motber^s  last  kiss,  and  the  Joys  b%  did  miss, 

Were  all  pictured  In  the  poor  old  tramp's  dream 


I. 


Will  You  Love  Moy  Sweetheart 


p 


WMEK       I*M      Ol-D? 
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SweetbtMUt  with  the  glorlnns  eyes,  where  young  love  a-dreaming  lies; 
Sweetheart  with  the  binshinK  cheeks,  where  young  love  its  secret  speaks; 
Sweetheart  with  the  trusting  looks,  telling  more  than  any  books! 
Answer  now,  and  answer  true,  'tis  all  I  ask  of  yoo. 

Cbobcs. 

Will  yon  love  me,  sweetheart,  when  I'm  oldt 

Will  that  love  of  yours  be  ever  cold? 
If  I  were  to  leave  you,  would  it  truly  grieve  yoot 

Will  you  love  me,  sweetheart,  love  me,  when  I'm  oMf 


Love  Is  hopeful  In  lis  May,  when  'tis  sunny  ev'ry  day. 

When  the  son^  of  I>lni8  reueat  simple  stories  ever  sweet. 

Bat  when  autumn  brings  its  gloom,  and  fair  flowers  cease  to  bloom. 

Answer  now,  I  will  not  blame,  will  yoo  love  me  Just  the  taraef 

Cbobus. 

Will  yoD  love  me,  sweetheart,  when  I'm  old? 

Will  that  love  of  yours  be  ever  coldf 
If  I  were  to  leave  you,  would  It  truly  grieve  youf 

Will  you  love  me,  sweetlieart,  love  me,  when  I'm  old? 
iReptat  kut  Utu  twici  if  not  too  high,  olhirwUe  thit  tong  can  end  h4r«.) 


She  Might  Flirt  With  Others 


Oopyncbt.  ina.  by  a.  W.  PMrto.    bilered  at  Stationers'  BaU.  London.— Words  and  Mulo  by  Dave  Harioo.— AO  richta  riiMrvsl 
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A  crowd  of  boys  that  stand  around  near  Hester  and  Canal, 

And  Bill  Magee  was  the  only  one  that  had  a  Sunday  gal. 

The  other  boys  were  Jealous,  and  they'd  tell  blm  that  she'd  flirt. 

Then  BUI  Magee  woiud  slug  oat  when  his  feelings  tbsy  woaid  hort; 

RXTBAIM. 

She  might  flirt  with  others,  still  she  loves  bat  me; 
The  merry  twinkle  In  her  eye  has  caosed  maeh  JsaloMf ; 
If  she  says  a  thing  she  means  It,  so  contented  I  will  bs; 
ilM  might  flirt  with  others,  still  she  loves  bat  saa. 


One  day  he  called  upon  her  and  be  asked  her  If  'twas  true; 
Her  answer  came  back,  "  Darlini;  Will,  I  love  none  else  but  you." 
The  next  night  on  the  comer,  when  they  told  him  the  same  things 
He  knew  that  they  were  Jealous,  and  he  once  again  did  aing:       r 

RXTBAIH.  J  : 

She  might  flirt  with  others,  still  she  loves  but  ms;  f 

The  merry  twinkle  In  her  eye  has  cansed  much  Jaaloaiy; 
If  sbs  says  a  thing  sbe  means  it,  so  oootentsd  I  will  be; 
She  might  flirt  wTti  u(^era.  stU)  aha  lores  bat  aSk 


J 


Tell  your  Music  Dealer  to  order  a  copy  otfthis  Beautiful  Song  for  you: 

"YOU  ARE  nV  SWEETHEART." 

Words  by  Harry  S.  Marion,  Music  by  J.  P.  Mullen. 

THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS.  TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 

CHORUS. 
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man     I      will       mar      -     ry         you, 


Then     we'll     nev   -   er        part. 
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good    in  this   world      for       you,     My     own 


sweet 


heart. 


-     heart. 
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A  Complete  Copy  of  this  Song 
will  be  sent  post-paid  forjoc,  by 


Copyright,  mdcccxcv,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmait. 

H.J.WEHMAN, 


tJ=J^^F^^=f 


io8  Park  Row,  New  York. 
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GO  'WAY,  GAL 
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Oopyrlglit,  1898,  l>y  Otto  Bonnell.     All  rlclita  rcwrred. 


The  Word*  and  MukIc  of  thin  Sonir,  arranited  for  tli«  piano,  will  be  wnt  to  any  ail- 
dren.  pott-pald  on  receipt  of  lO  centa;  or  Ihia  and  any  two  other  Soiiki  for  One  I  >ullar, 
bj  Henry  J.  VVelinian,  108  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  alwve  addrevH  for  Free 
Catalogue  of  Sonvi.  Sonfc  Rooka,  Sheet  Uudo.  German  Song  Book*.  Letter  Writers, 
DrvADi  Book*.  Joke  Roolo,  etc. 


Composed  by  Otto  BonneU. 

■ — »  s  *     I 

When  I  go  pronienatUng,  as  oftentimes  I  do. 

The  ladles  stop  to  look  at  me,  because  my  stylo  Is  tm©, 

Miss  Nina  Perkins  and  Sally  SImnltlns, 

And  all  the  faisldunable  gals  say  how  de  do,  but  I  eajr 

Chorus. 

Go  'way,  gal,  I  want  no  truck  with  yon; 

0  go  'way,  yal,  your  i)edlKree's  too  new; 
Now  go  'way,  iid\,  your  stylo  will  never  do; 

1  wear  a  silk-lined  overcoat,  and  I  fly  too  high  for  you. 
o  I  say  go  way,  gal,  1  want  no  truck  with  you; 

Go 'way,  gal,  your  pedigree's  too  new; 

0  jifo 'way,  Lral,  your  stj-le  will  never  do; 

1  wear  a  sIlK-lined  overcoat  and  I  fly  too  high  tor  you. 

They  All  have  set  their  eyes  on  this  'stlngulsht-looking  man, 

An(f  in  their  inmost  soul  tliey  say  I'll  get  him  it  I  can; 

They're  all  In  line,  but  they'r»»  losing  lime. 

For  this  coon's  no  ordinary  Clark  Street  black  and  tan,  for  I  say— CAo. 

Some  coons  get  mljility  jealous,  and  then  call  me  a  dude. 

But  that's  just  ignoranciousness,  and  don't  do  dem  no  good; 

They  guy  my  walk,  imt  you  hear  me  talk. 

There  is  Just  one  proper  coon,  and  this  here  am  the  one,  and  I  say—  Cho. 


Ihey  hi  Up  Uicliael  Diifu 

1  » » » 

CopyrlKht,  1897.  by  Otto  Bonnell.    All  riKhta  reaerrcd. 

Tlie  Words  and  Mniilc  of  this  Soiigt,  arranRed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad' 
drew,  pust-pald.  »it  reoeipt  of  40  o-nts;  oi-  this  and  any  two  other  sonfcs  f»r  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Welimi«ii,  H>8  I'mk  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  ab.iTe  address  for 
Kroe  Ctttalonue  of  Soiikk.  Sonic  Hooks,  Sheet  Music. German  SonK  Books,  Letter  WrUera, 
I  Meant  Uooka,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


A  HOT  TIME 

IN  THE  OLD  TOWN  TO-NIINT 


composed  by  J    Sweeny. 

■  »  »      

An  Irishman  named  Dugan  owned  a  l»arroom  hero  In  town. 

And  everv  one  that  entered  it  he'd  always  try  to  down; 

He  kept  the  jtyorest  whiskey  and  he  charged  the  highest  price. 

The  moment  you  got  In  the  place  he'd  want  to  shake  the  dice; 

If  you  got  in  an  argument,  no  matter  when  or  how. 

Before  you  got  out  of  the  place  there'd  surely  be  a  row; 

He'd  give  von  all  a  hard  iKiiled  egg,  and  that  youd  have  to  eat; 

I'd  never  pay  a  cent  for  drink,  he'd  put  it  on  the  slate; 

CllORfS. 

And  so  1  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  more  tlian  twenty  times'a  day— 
I  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  aim  I  nlayed  him  for  a  lay; 
I  blew  in  all  the  money  that  the  house  took  In  to-day, 
I've  l)een  hanging  Michael  Dugan  up  since  morning. 

Now  Dugan  s«'t  an  awful  linwh  a  hull  ilog«'ould  not  e.it 

The  pigs  feet  they  were  rusty,  they  would  pull  out  all  your  teeth. 

I  often  thought  I'd  write  a  note  down  to  the  Board  of  Health, 

F'or  the  roaches  made  a  lodging  house  of  the  soun-lwwl  on  the  shelf; 

One  day  a  man  was  hungry  and  he  ate  some  of  the  ham: 

Tlie  hain  was  tilled  with  strvciinine,  and  right  there  he  had  the  Jams; 

He  made  a  twist  and  made  a  twirl  and  fell  without  a  blink; 

Now  Dugan's  gone  to  sue  the  corpse,  to  p^iy  for  his  last  drink. 

('HORIS. 

For  he  had  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  by  a  curious  device; 
He  hung  up  Michael  Dugan:  he  said,  put  It  on  Ice; 
He  shook  him  craps  tor  nfty  bills  and  wrung  In  loaded  dice; 
He'd  been  hanging  Michael  Dugan  up  since  morning. 

Sure  Invitations  they  were  sent  by  Dugan  to  his  friends 
To  call  .Saint  Patrick's  morning  and  a  shamro<'k  he'd  extend. 
He  had  them  stn^wn  along  the  bar  in  glasses  trimmed  with  green. 
With  a  little  lun<h  and  sjilt  and  i)epper  siindwiched  In  b««tween; 
.lust  then  two  Dutchmen  entered,  they  said  gieb  uns  zwei  bier; 
They  ate  up  all  the  shamrocks,  sjiving,  the  salad's  fine  in  here. 
They  ate  their  luneli,  they  ate  It  (iiilck,  their  time  was  very  shorty 
.  The  Irish  was  Insulted  and  poor  Dugan  went  to  court. 

Chorcs. 

And  so  they  hung  up  Michael  Dugan  .just  eighteen  feet  In  the  air. 
And  If  the  Dutchnu'ii  had  their  siiy  he'd  still  be  hanging  there. 
But  now  that  Michaels  silent  he  has  no  thought  or  care 
For  Dutch  or  Irish  on  St.  Patrick's  morning. 


Write  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  I  08  Park  Row.  New 
York,  for  Free  Catalog^ue  of  Song  Books.  Letter 
Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tellers,  Trick  Books, 
Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke 
Books,  Sketch  Books,  Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song 
Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet 
MuslOs  Dialogues,  Speakers,  Maglo,  d»o. 


Send  for  Free  Catalocnie  of  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell' 
•ra,Trlak  BookH,  ReclUlInn  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books, Sketch  Books- 
Stump  Speecheii,  IrlRh  Soiie  nooks,<'"ok  Bo^ks,  Books  of  Amasenient,  Sheet  Mualc,  elc. 
to  Henry  J.  Webnian,  IM  Park  Row,  New  York. 

1    ■  a  ■    

Written  and  Compoaed  by  Billy  B.  Johnson  and  BiUj  Qordna. 
■    ^  a  ^   ■ 
It  makes  no  difference  where  you  go. 
Within  this  last  year,  cry  of  hard  times 
Has  l)een  ringing  in  our  ears; 

Now  we  have  a  change  some  place  In^tween  both  me  and  you. 
We  must  have  some  change  in  our  pockets,  too; 
Oh  me.  oh  my,  you  can  hear  them  people  yell. 
Since  McKinley's  gone  in  office 
This  town  has  gone  to  h — 1, 

If  we  elected  Billy  Bryan  we'd  all  l)een  living  swell. 
We'd  have  a  hot  time  In  the  old  town  to-nigbt. 

Chorus. 
Gash  darn  It- 
Then  open  up  your  gambling  houses,  let  the  gamblers  play. 
Open  up  your  rivce  tracks,  let  them  bet  away; 
Open  up  your  factories,  so  the  men  can  earn  fair  pay. 
We'll  have  a  hot  time  If  you  do,  that's  right. 

Chorhs. 
Chicago  has  a  man  by  the  name  of  Bates, 
He  had  so  many  wives  he  got  mixed  up  In  his  dates. 
If  Mr.  Johnson  turned  himloos*?,  he'd  have  married  the  United  W;;!- 
We'd  have  liad  a  wedding  In  the  old  town  every  night. 

Chorvs. 
One  dark  night  when  the  folks  were  all  in  bed, 
Mrs.  O'Leary  put  the  lamp  In  the  cow's  shed. 
The  cow  kicked  It  over,  winked  his  eye  and  said. 
We'll  have  a  hot  time  In  Chicago  to  night. 

Chorus. 

Did  you  ever  go  on  a  spree. 

Fill  yourself  with  go<Ml  old  'Skee, 

When  you  get  home  search  your  pockets,  ycui  c^n't  find  your  key. 

There'll  be  a  cold  time  on  the  outside  that  night. 

CHORI'S. 

Tlien  you  try  to  lift  the  window  nice. 

And  you  slip  ajwii  a  little  Ice,  then  down  the  stairs  you  will  fall. 

You  can  hear  your  wife  yell. 

There'll  be  a  hot  time  when  you  come  up  to-night. 

Chorus. 

We  could  sing  these  verses  for  one  year. 

But  tot>  many  verses,  they  wouldn't  take  here. 

And  you  must  remenilier  there's  other  stars  to  appear. 

And  give  a  hot  show  In  this  house  to-night. 


ON  THE  DUMMY  LINE 

■     m  »m    • 

Copyright.  IK)«.  by  W  F.  Allen.    All  riKlita  reaenred.       •         ] 

The  words  and  mnslo  of  this  sonK.  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  10  cents:  or  litis  and  any  two  other  soniri  for  One 
Dollar,  by  Henry  J  Wehman,  10«  Park  Row.  New  York.  Write  to  abore  address 
for  Free  CataloKoe  of  SonRn,  Hoiik  Books,  Sheet  Music,  German  Sons  Books.  Letter 
Wrilera,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

. — i»-a  »    ■ 

Compoaed  by  James  OrayaoD. 
.    m  •  m     ' 


Now  let  me  tell  you  what  the  dummy  done. 

She  left  St.  Louis  ahtuit  half  past  one. 

She  left  St.  Louis  atxjut  half-past  one. 

An'  she  got  Into  Nashville  at  de  setting  ob  de  sau. 

Chorus. 
On  de  dummy,  on  de  dummy  line, 
Owlne  to  rise  and  shine,  gwlne  to  pay  my  fine, 
Owlne  to  rise  and  shine  and  pay  my  fine. 
When  I  ride  on  de  dummy  line. 

I  got  on  de  dummy,  didn't  have  no  fare. 

Conductor  says  what  Is  you  doin'  dere. 

(trablK'd  me  by  de  collar,  klcke<l  me  to  de  door. 

Says  don't  want  to  see  you  on  dat  dummy  no  mon.—Cho. 

My  horse  wuz  doubhnl  up,  er  sight  to  see; 

I  U8e<l  up  der  linament  mighty  free;  |  . 

Says  he  to  me  "dar's  no  use  doln' dat, 

'Cause  It's  down  In  de  stomach  war  de  misery  Is  at"— CAo 

Peter  Jackson,  lielng  so  tall  and  black. 

He  hit  Frank  Slavln  a  llnl.shlng  crack; 

He  Jumped  on  de  dummy  and  he  pulled  de  cord, 

And  now  he  Is  presented  to  an  English  lord.— CAortuu 

I  love  my  wife  and  I  love  my  baby, 

I  love  dem  flapjacks  floating  In  gravy; 

I  toat  my  dice  to  make  passes. 

And  I  love  dem  flapjacks  floating  In  moltmim.—Okonm. 
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OlSTE    CENT 


■uehi 


AaIdUuic8n>* 

Ell*  Km 

Old  okbinbooM 

Uttle  ODM  «t  hoaw 

Old  black  Joe 

Home,  aweet  home 

Ijurboerd  watoh 

lbu>7  can  help  one 

KllUrner 

Bee  that  my  arare'i  kepi 

Qrmndtather'ii  clock 


Bnmet'i  "IjaliMtoj- 

Tbe  harp  that  onoe  thn>'  Tlum*!  balk 

Uj  country,  'Ua  of  thee 

Sweet  forcret-me-not 

Where  waa  Hoaea  when  the  H^ht  went 

Nancy  l>e  [aott 

m  Write  me  a  letter  from  home 
n  Beautiful  Ule  of  the  na 

■  Old  folks  at  home  (SaaaMilMMO 
B  Come  back  to  Krin 

M  Sweet  br»and-b7e 

H  Mr  pretty  red  roae 

M  Whoa,  Emma 

«  Katie's  aecret 

M  Yonll  remember  ae 

m  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 

M  Kathleen  MaToameen 

U  t  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls 

■  Wearing  of  the  trreen 

n  When  you  and  Iwere  roans,  lUcfto 
M  Oottace  bj  the  aeft  ■  — — 

It  We  parted  by  the  river  side 

■  When  I  Mw  sweet  Nellie  hoa* 
R  Sweet  spirit,  hear  my  pnyer 
M  iJtat  rose  of  Summer 

■  Bhamns  O'Brien 
M  EsUeof  Erin 

tl  Haorie's  secret 

M  Or  any  other  man— fltnorpl 

iS  I  cannot  call  her  mother 

U  Woold  I  were  with  ther 

tt  Poor  old  slave 

It  Osser  social  club 

13  Camberiand's  crew 

a  Take  this  letter  to  myi 

«  A  model  loTe  letter 

MreoMUei 

n  How  to  kiasal 

H  DabUn  bay 

tt  The  wife's  oooimandmenti 

M  The  husband's  command mwiti 

■  Rules  for  bummers 

M  Uttle  old  loffcabin  In  the  lane 

■;  Barbara  Frletchle— RacRATloa 

M  Marching  through  Georgia 

■•  When  I  was  a  lad— Ptnafbre 

•e  Wld^  in  the  cotUgetqr  «!>■■— 

n  Dancing  in  the  bam 

tl  Fire  in  the  grate 

•S  Wandering  refugee 

M  Blufr«yedNelly 

It  Minstrel  boy 

«  Letter  in  the  candle       '■' ^■ 

•7  Starq)angled  banner 

II  Dancing  on  the  grsia  : '  - 

M  Heart  bow'd  down 

»  T^te  back  the  heart 

n  The  watermlU-RKmaaV  - 

B  Fkded  coat  of  blue 

n  Hold  the  f  oit 

n  BteTerydays 

n  Der  mule  ahtoodocd>rtHiSMnnnatdsek 

ft  Ultle  barefoot 

TT  My  old  Kentucky  home,  good4ilclit 

Tt  Home  again 

Tf  Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  as  Cw 

m  Sword  of  Bunker  HiU 

B  OiBoe  rules 

B  Oimy  hairs  of  my  mother 

B  Oood  Rhine  wine 

B  ril  be  all  smiles  to-night,  lof* 

B  You're  been  a  f riendto  ma 

B  Listen  to  the  mocking-bird 

B  When  the  com  is  waTing,  Annie 

B  She  ncTer  blamed  him,  never 

B  surer  threads  among  the  gold 

B  little  robin.  teU  Kitty  I'm  coming 

B  Ring  the  bell  softly  there's  orape  on  the 

B  Boyloat  (laughable)  [door 

B  Her  bright  smile  haonts  me  ttUl 

B  Sunday  night  when  the  parior^i  full 

»  Gypsy's  warning 

B  Anchor's  weighed 

n  Moon behindthe hUl  ,  - . 


Swinging  in  the  lane 
Bholdan^s  ride— Raol 


IB 
IB 


m 

IM 
IB 
lit 
Ul 
lU 
lU 
lU 
Ul 
Ut 
117 
111 
Ut 
Ut 

in 

IB 
IB 
IB 
IB 
IB 
IB 


ride— RaoiTATKMI 
We  met,  *twas  in  a  crowd 
BUeen  Allanna 
TIs  but  a  little  faded  flowsr 
Touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pratty  umIm 
Olrl  I  left  behlna  me 
Uttle  Buttercup 
Ilia  daHifit  '«~~«"f  niK*  -tB 
Carry  me  back  to  old  Vlrglnny 
Roaea  underneath  the  snow 
Kitty  Wells 

Billy's  appeal  to  his  ma 
When  the  awallows  homeward  fly 
Old  man's  drunk  again 
Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  Are) 
Amber  tareaaes  tied  ^IdiM 
Prettyaaapictore 
I  am  watting,  Easie,  dear 


Three  periwed  I 
Slight  hints 
lUe  me  back  to  home  and  mother 
Come,  dt  by  my  aide,  little  darling 
Klaa  me,  mother,  kiaa  your  darling 
Bingenon  the  Rh'^i* 
A  Sower  from  my  angel  I 
MdlQjr  cabin  on  theblU 

fl^£are  out  t»day 
Tlie  bridge  -   s 

Bhat^  genteel 
Oh.  dat  wateimeloa 


IB  Ooanln'  through  the  rye 

m  Moat  we  then  meet « 

IB  Bahiea  oo  our  blodcf 

us  BrennenontheMoar> 

IB  Bkldmore  fancy  baU . 

US  Hallway  door 

Ul  .Where  the  grass  growa  gl 

Va  Darting  Bessie  of  the  lea 

IB  Kiaa  behind  the  door 

Ul  111  remember  yon,  lore.  In  BT I 

UO  Maiy  of  the  wild  Moor 

lU  Old  wooden  rocker 

lU  Bpeak,  only  speak 

Its  Dancing  around  wlOi  Chaillt 

Ut  Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloradl 

U6  MolUe,  darting 

111  You  may  look,  but  yon  mustat  tooeh 

U7  My  daughter,  Julia 

Us  RaiBe  for  the  store 

Ul  Balm  of  (Ulead 

UO  There's  always  a  aeat  In  the  parior  for 

Ul  Driven  from  nome  '"oa 

let  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  minikin 

US  Pull  for  the  shore 

U4  Nearer,  my  Ood,  to  Tliea 

U6  QooA  news  from  home 

IM  Fisherman's  daughter 

U7  Shells  of  ocean 

tU  Haasa's  in  the  cold,  cold  gre 

IM  Say  a  kind  word  when  yoa  4 

100  Cxire  for  scandal 

111  Twilight  coterie 

IB  Strangers  yet 

US  (Jostles  in  the  air 

IM  Dear  little  shamrock 

lis  I  cannot  sing  the  <dd  I 

M  Norah  O'Neal 

117  Waiting,  my  daiilng,  for  tbM 

IB  RoeeorTralee 

Ul  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldare 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 
In  Drunkard's  lone  child 

ITS  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  groand 
173  Olovelllrtation 

171  Whip  fllrtatioa 
17B  Slave'a  dream 

ITI  Dont  yon  go.  Tommy,  deal  go 

177  Sweet  Evugellne 

171  (}ood-bye  at  the  door 

171  'TIS  hard  to  give  the  band  where  th« 

UO  WilUe,  we  have  missnrt  yon   [heart,aBL 

Ul  bin's  lovely  home 

IB  Over  the  hills  to  the  poor-taooaa 

US  Twenty  years  ago 

IM  Paddy's  land 

IH  D(Mit  be  angi7  with  me,  t 

IB  Old  village  school  on  the  t 

W  Woodman,  spare  that  tree 

IB  Barbara  Frietchie— BKOABOV 

IB  Darting  Minnie  Lee 

IM  Bat  flirtation 

111  inan  flirtation 

in  Flee  as  a  bird  to  yoor  moanlaln 

IIS  Oood-bye,  Annie,  darling  (ItaoohArdan) 

IM  Why  did  she  leave  himi 

IM  A  quiet  Uttle  home 

IM  Thou  hast  learned  to  kive  another 


117  MaiT  of  Argyle 
IM  Nil  Denerandum 


IN  Sweet  Highland  Mair 

WO  Evening  amusement  (laoghable) 

Ml  Day  I  played  base  ball  [m  _ 

Ml  Remember  you  have  children  of  your 

109  nere's  none  l<*:r  a  mother  if  efer  so 

Mi  Yon  were  tai'^buv  ^  tatglm     Ipoor 

M6  Sweet  Maggie  Qordoik 

Ml  Tanyardide 

MT  Bells  of  ShandoB 

HI  Old  log  cabin  In  the  deU 

Ml  Whisper  softlv,  mother^  dytng 

no  Erin's  green  shore 

Bl  Will  you  love  me  when  Pm  old 

mOooBBUy  BKl  Cooper 


•U  Gathering  sheUa  by'th*  aan  i 

tU  UtUe  Roeebud 

ni  By  theaad  sea  waves 

ni  Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 

m  Harp  and  shainrock  of  Erin 

ni  Where  there's  a  will  there^  a  wny 

Ul  Ood  bless  my  boy  at  sea 

BO  Annie  lAurie 

Bl  Mac'a  and  the  (yt 

Bl  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

BS  Lamentation  of  James  Bodcm  • 

Ml  Come,  birdie,  come 

IM  Now  I  lav  me  down  to  deep 

•M  Ever  of  thee 

BT  Norah  HcShana 

tn  Love  among  the  roaea 

Bl  Shamus  O'wien— RKacAaoB' 

BO  Der  Deltcher  gal 

Bl  No  Irish  need  apply 

BS  Old  arm  chair 

BS  Tim  Flaherty     * 

B4  We  sat  by  the  itrer -^oo  and  I 

B6  I  love  muslo 

IB  Sweet  (^eneviera 

137  When  the  flowers  fau  aBaap  - 

SB  Ritrick  Sheehan 

SB  Sailor^  grave 

SM  Pretty  maid  milking  bar  MB 

Bl  Kentucky  Roeei       ~ 

MS  Farmer'a  daughter  V  '•  ' 

MS  Oh,  dem  golden  sUppara 

M4  Inthe  morning  by  the  bright  Itakt 

MS  Nobodr'a  darling  ^^ 

SM  Poor,  but  a  gentleman  atin 

M7  Somebody's  mother— RncnAxna 

SU  Birdie,  darUng 

S4I  Nobody's  djul&ig  kut  mla* 

MO  Rook  me  to  sleep,  mother   . 

Ml  Put  my  Uttle  ahoea  »way 

IBS  Darting  NeUy  Qnr  [ten 

MS  Bomebody'aoomingwheBthiidewdropa 

SM  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  becanae  we 

SU  Uttle  brown  Jug  [were  poor 

SU  BenBolt  ^^ 

S67  Good-bye,  aweetheait,  good^iy* 

Ml  Krin  ti  my  homm     


SU  Katty  Avoumeen 

SU  Sadie  Ray 

Bl  B<u^  of  Armagh 

Sn  Hush,  my  darUngs,  do  not 

MS  Patrick's  day  parade 

SM  Poor  Fat  must  emigrate 

SU  Speak  to  me,  speak 

SU  DarUng,  I  will  come  again 

S67  Bright«red  UtUe  NeUof  Kunguiaee 

SU  HaS,  Oofumbia  [bay 

sn  UtUe  footsteps 

170  Tim  Finnegan's  wake 

S71  McDonnel's  old  tin  root 

STS  Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

873  Hat  roe  father  wore 

B74  Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

S7fi  I've  only  been  down  to  the  olnb 

S7I  Dance  me  on  your  knee 

S77  Kiss  me  again 

S7I  Emmet's  "Love  of  the  shamroek" 

S7I  Vacant  chair 

SM  Sweet  sunny  South 

Ml  Our  good  ship  sails  to«Igbl 

ns  Jersey  Sara 

sn  Come  home,  fuher 

SM  UtUe  Maggie  May 

SH  Cackle,  eadde,  oaekto  < 

SM  MoUy  Bawn  ' 

«7  Maid  of  Athens 

Bl  Sallle  in  our  ailer 

SU  Pm  sitting  on  the  aUla,  Maiy 

SM  Poor  old  Ned 

in  Dorkins'  night 

SM  Man  in  the  moon  Is  looking,  love 

sn  When  the  flowing  tide  coinna  la 

SM  Dont  give  up  the  old  Mends  tor  the 

B6  Broken  down  [i 

SM  Marriage  bells 

SI7  Have  I  not  been  klad  to  theel 

SM  Flowers  will  come  in  May 

SN  Awfully  clever 

300  My  Uttle  one's  waiting  for  me 

SOI  I'u  gro  back  to  my  ohTlove  again 

soa  Butcher  boy 

303  There's  somebody  waiting  tor  me 

SM  Are  you  there,  Morlarityf 

SU  I'se  gwine  back  to  Dixie 

SM  Bidiaia  Jane  Mc<3ann 

307  Isle  de  Blackwell 

SM  Where  are  the  f  riendao<  my  yvolkl 

SB  Singing  on  the  root 

810  Five  cent  shave 

811  Hen  convention 
SIS  Red,  white  and  bine 
SU  Old  oaken  bucket 
SU  Uttle  sweetheart,  come  and  hlMm* 
tl6  My  dream  of  love  is  o'er 
311  Tner  all  do  it 

817  Old  home  aint  what  It  tised  to  be 
m  Walt  m  the  mnonUgtit  fill  on  wBi 

Bl  Linger  notL  darilBg 

SB  Tts  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee 

Bl  American  SaUonal  Qoard 

SB  loho     

Bl  Daikiyl 

Bt  1  wish  mamma  waa  ben 

IM  PuUlng  hard  against  the  atraam 

BM  Dancing  in  the  sunlight 

»7  WbatUitt 

SB  Hiere  never  was  a  coward  wherotlM 

RU  liOve  lettera  [shamrock  grows 

IM  Delia  Claney 

131  RMBember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to 

BS  Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel  [Ure 

SRoU  on,  silver  moon 
When  HcOuinneas  gets  a  Job 
Bt  Give  an  honeet  Irish  hul  a  chanee 
Bl  Down  among  the  daisiea 
187  Down  by  the  old  mlU  atream 
BS  Answer  to"  The  Oypay 'a  warning'' 
IB  Battle  ciT  of  freedom 
BO  Home  rme  for  Ireland 
Stl  Riding  on  the  elevated  railroad 
MS  Wben  McCormick  rulea  Che  Stat* 
MS  Sweet  chiming  beUs 
-UtLevlKaaBlday 
US  I  want  to  aee  the  cotton  flelda 
Ml  Walts  with  me 
MT  Meet  me  by  moonlight  alooa 
SM  Do  they  miss  me  at  nomet 
Ml  lAther  and  shave 
SU  Happy  be  thy  dreams 
BlfiSeltin 

SU  St<Aes'  verdict  (Jim  n*  Mag) 
B3  Lardy  dah 
IM  De  golden  wedding 
lU  My  mother-in-law 

Bl  What  should  make  thseaad,BydHllaif 
B7  Dear  ItaUan  girt 

E  Banks  of  Brandywine 
OfcL  and  only  in  the  way 
Stxfeet  of  earth 
Bl  Write  a  letter  to  myt 
BS  Yellow  rose  of  Texas 
BS  Whenmyshipoomesin 
SM  One  pound  two 
SU  We  have  met,  loved  and 
SB  Bununer'a  hotel 
BT  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now 
BS  I  ahall  never  behappy  agate 
SBSoldler'atareweU 

170  Old  kitchen  floor 

171  Sweet  Belle  Mahone 
S7S  My  dear  Savannah 
STS  fiily^ariow 
r«  Wld  Irish  boy 
876  Dwcndy  nven  oenB 
871  Aatai^nigfatforaL 
87T  Looked  out  after  nina 
871  Whip-poor-wlU'aaottg 
871  Day  wnenyou'U  forget  ma 
IB  Yoallmiaamewhenl'm- 


day 


Bl  SonoCagamboUer 

B8<3oldenauir 

SB  Your  Uttle  Uaa  loifM  yon 

SM  Ameiicanboy 

SU  Yon  get  more  Uka  yoor  dad 

Bl  Barney  MoCoy 

BT  Ri^apraintbaair 


,Bowgae*feV* 


SM  Sn  Hie  Homer 

SM  WUUeReiUy 

3H  Sweet  AJoeu 

MI  Old  Sexton 

SH  PuU  down  the  bLM 

US  Do  they  think  Tii  nTloBlT 

SM  TeU  mo  where  my  Eva's 

M6  Barbara  Allan 

8N  Tlie  'longshoremen's  strike 

317  Boimie  swoct  DBsas.  the  maid  of 

MS  Bathing  song  "* 

sn  Carrie  Lee 

UO  One  wide  river  to 

Ml  Moon  is  out  to-night,  lore 

MS  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 

MS  Rambler  from  Clare 

Mi  Pretty  Uttlo  lilu»«yedstti 

US  Faded  flowers 

IH  Dark-eved  sailor 

«07  Rose  of  Killamcy 

Ml  Cot  in  the  comer 

Ml  Boys,  keep  away  from 

410  Phantom  footsteps 
III  Bonny  bunch  of  rosM    : 
lis  Pat  Roach  at  the  play 
Ut  Doran'saas 
414  Banks  of  Oaody 
4U  What  are  the  wild  waves  _ 

411  Her  front  name  is  Hannar 
UT  Sweet  Evelina 
4U  Behind  the  accnes 
Ul  (}ospelTaft 

4M  Donn  put  the  poor  worktBgniaa 
tn  Ooiakeenlawn 
4a  I  had  but  fifty  cents 
IB  I'm  leaving  now  the  old  CaUU 
4U  Irish  Molly,  O! 
4M  Ring  my  mother  wora 
4M  IheBlBckbird 
iC7  UtUe  cherry  bloaaom 
4M  Wist,  wist,  wist 
421  A  violst  from  mothai^nafa 
4MNeUy  R» 
4S1  Maggie,  darting, 
4nRtaelt,BlaUr 
IB  MeetlngofUbe  t 
Ut  Walt  for  the  torn  oCtbatid* 

Carmgate 

Ft«dt  taUtbamtoatop 
Id'srstamtoQlMMI 

.  so  green 

XflD^alaBant 

MO  HaiT  Ann,  rn  tell  yotir  B* 
441  CMd-Iaahiooed  homeksad 
44S  Emmet's  "Monniain       ^ 

443  Old-Cadiioned  church  on 

444  A  handful  of  toif 
44t  Beao^  of  Umeiick 
4M  Mn.  ifrat^ldaoghter 
447  Mary's  gone  wttlLaeoea 
4M  Twinkle,  twinkle,  Uttle  sur 
Ml  In  happy  moments 
4W  Hi  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Johasoa 
461  All  on  account  of  EUsa 
4M  Emmet's  *■  I  know  what  laiva! 
4U  Down  in  a  coal  mine 
4M  Drunkard's  drsam 
4U  Joe  Bowers 
4U  There'a  a  fine  Ship  on  tha 
467  Put  me  in  my  UtUe  bed 
461  Uttle  old  hoose  on  the  Bhina 
4M  Stolen  kisses  are  the  swesteM 
4M  The  brave  hussars 
441  UtUe  old  log  oaUn  by  thestraaB 
U9  PtUl(I|e  yoor  own  canoa 
413  Witliin  •  mile  of  Edlnboro'  town 
4U  Gate's  ajhr 
4H  Arkanaaw  traveler 
4M  Orant'a  trip  around  tbawvM 
UT  Old  leather  breeches 
4U  Rocky  road  to  DubUn 
4U  TnmpUragate 

470  Uttle  okl  German  he 

471  Beautiful  girt  of  Klldare 

475  Bahy'agotatootb 
4TS  My  poor  heart  is  aadwitfc 
474  PaUetof  atraw 

476  Low-back'd  car 

476  Your  lasale  wiU  be  traa 

47T  la  de  evening  by  de  moonBiM 

4Tt  When  theae  old  clothea  ware  new 

471  Up  at  Jonea'  wood 

4N  Boston  btuglar 

411  TheCampbeUaareoomln^ 

IB  Yoa  never  mlMtlwwaHrlilltka«ia 

4B  Bonnie  EkilM  bwZ* 

4M  River  Roe 

4M  Murder  in  OohoM 

IM  Poor  Uttle  Joe 

4r  Along  the  ~ 


<■ 
* 


(  ■' 


4B  Hie  banlo  now  hangsi 

4B  Walt  tUI  the  ckiads  roll  by 

4B  Over  the  garden  waU 

4*1  rmamanyoudootmsstavetyday 

Ml  Blue  it"**"'  m'^nntnina 

4B  Charming  young  widow  I  Bsl  In  tte 

4M  Black-eyedSuaaa  SSk 

4M  teaaiah  cavalier  ^^ 

4M  Grave  of  Bonaparte 

417  OlddogTtay 

4M  Juantta 

SB  God  aava  tba  Qoeea 

M4  BoUlnghomeInthei_ 

SM  If  ever  I  oeaM  to  lore 

•M  Cliaer,  bt^a,  cbaar 

M7  Dbde'aland 

IM  Mother  aaya  I  BnMtBt 

SM  FtillTTir  fhar  Innka  Hkemg 

811  Watch  on  tha  BUae 

SU  Akickof  moOMC^balr 

SU  Stopdatknoclcliwai%»4a« 

SU  ^nJrginiaraaaSSr  ^^ 

514  Red  robin 

515  (}aapeltnln 
U|  Wa.voptgo  hoaaun  bmoIm 


Ut 


We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents;  80  for  S6  cents;  60  for  40  cents;  100  for  76  cents,  or  lOOO 
Yor  $6.  PW  Remember  we  will  not  send  leaa  than  lO  of  these  Songs  by  mail.  Be  sure  to  order  Songs  by  their  numbers  only.  We  wlB 
■eod  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  words  and  music  ocmibined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  8  cofriet  for  ^%t 

Address  all  orderg  to  HENRT  J.  W£HMAH«  Pag|g  Boy,  New  Tork  Gityr. 
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700  SECRETS 


How  to  Get  Rich  when  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

Thonmndf  that  itiould  hara  bMn  HUIlonalr<4  bare 
heaird  tlie  Conductor  call  out "  Bternltj,"  tli*  lut  Stetton 
oo  the  Road  of  IJf».  with  not  •iiouich  money  in  their 
pookets  to  bar  •  iS-Ceiit  Burial  Casket.  Whyl  BecaiiM 
ih«y  nerer  itart  riirht.  You  tmafrine  that  Fortune  abould 
some  to  vou  Instead  of  your  trying  to  net  to  It.  Touknuw 
people  that  were  |>oor  a  shnit  time  atro,  but  now  ar« 
wealthT.  How  did  they  [ret  alongr  so  facti  Itlsea«y  to  get 
Rich,  KtiJ  this  >K><>k  |>roves  It,  and  tells  you  the  Seciet. 
Wahman'a  Book  of  700  jpocrata,  "j  How  to 

Oet  Kicli  Wiien  Y^ur  Fockets  Are  SSnpty.lsitie  Book  thai 
points  out  700  Ea^r  Paths  to  t*k«.youcanDoCffoutnj 
(aire  which  oneynu  will  , 
Vliey   all   oonveren   In 
OiMoond't|nii~anii  that 
la  ••  Wea.  ',h  "    It  la.  In- 
deed, a  Bi  ac^n  Llgli  t  to 
Tortuiie.      Tlieie     are 
many  road*  to  wpalth, 
out  not  every  |>er8<>n 
knows  wliioh    roail  to 
keto  irettlicrequlok- 
Well,  the  objei-t  of 

jbooklstoso  i>laiii- 

Ij  point  the  way  that 
aoo*  may  have  exoiiRo 
(or  Dot  bettoriiifr  thuir 
financial  condition, 
while  those  who  have 
■eeor«d  a  fair  nhare 
may  be  <>nabled  to  rtlll 
(artlier  add  to  their 
■tore.      Aiir   person, 

euncr  or  old,  male  or 
Tiale,  married  or  nliw 
ffle,  with  ]>i8t  a  little 

eluck  liiio  them,  will 
e  enahletl.  with  any  one  of  the  700  Seereta  In  this  book, 
to  make  a  start  on  a  sure  rond  tn  wealth  and  luxury.  If 
yoo  denlre  to  commence  buslnefw,  select  one  of  these 
recipes— nnn  you  think  woiiM  tm  ni net  salable  In  your  lo- 
cality—and  n.anufacture  it  in  small  quantltlen.  As  your 
Mleaincien.se,  InvpKC  more  capital.  Bell  to  ramllles  and 
•ores.'  As  soon  as  ynnr  means  «III  allow,  aUvertlM  la 
•vary  way  poraible.  Whatever  you  choose  to  manufao- 
ture,  (rive  It  anew  n«m«— one  that  will  at  once  attract  at- 
tention and  that  you  think  willheliithosale.  Important — 
•k.  inveKtoil  in  thW  Bonk  may  turn  all  the  rivuleM  lead- 
Ins  to  Wealth  t' -wards  you.  It'i  worth  rememberln|r. 
He.  invested  to  beirin  with  Iioa  mmle  nilUionalrea  out  of 
betltrars.  It'9  up  hill  only  |  art  of  the  way.  Catch  holdl 
18c.,  a  wife  says,  will  never  kill  any  one,  and  that  book 
•be  will  have.  Th.^y  own  »  farm  near  Cleveland  now. 
160.  put  in  this  book  started  •  hoy  in  business  that  brlnn 
bim  in  a  pi  oflt  of  fSO  a  day.  Tlivt  boy  will  get  rich.  t&c. 
li  a  large  amount  (>r  money  Bpent  fnollghly,  but  when  IB 
opens  the  r.>ad  to  aflliienoe  an  1  we  Itli,  then  it  is  money 
wellinve'ted.  Thiflbookwill  put  yoiinn  yourfeet,  thouga 
yoo  may  have  been  peiinilefo.     Stepnnboard.    Reader 

does  this  apply  to  you  7   weii,  now,  u  it  poulbie 

Uat  at  Ian  I  have  r 'iind  what  I've  so  long  •ougfatl  Itla 
;  like  drawing  a  prize  In  a  lottery.  Who  knows  but  what 
this  really  is  the  true  stepning  stona  tomy  future  fortunel 
Ibis  is  for  you.  Itwill  lead  you  to  snmathlng  that  is  just  aa 
•are  to  pave  yonr  way  to  fortune  as  that  you  now  exlut. 
A  bright  future  is  yours  If  you  only  streteh  out  your  hand 
sad  graiip  the  Oolden  Key  that  unlocks  the  Vault  that 
Apens  to  vour  a^onished  gaze  the  hidden  treasure.  Thia 
Dock  cnntAln.-<  aBout  ISO  page*.     Prloe  2B  Cents*  ^t 

cnali.  post-paid    $3  ix  charged  (or  Dooka  whion  oouUtB 
got  half  the  Information.  - 


IVBRaiAlPS  OOSIPURB 


DANCINC 


Master  and  Call  Boole. 

WSSOR2B  CEin?9»byxnttfl|POot-p«ifc> 

'  AO  tbs  ftams  of  th«  German  ta&JEftVf  Kmr  aa4 
VhahlooablsWatta.  Round  or  Sqoaie  Dance  known  h> 
Xnnipe  or  America.  The  anthor  naa  made  thla  book  ■• 
MmpM  and  piaia  that  snr  child  can,  by  reading  it,  become 
•n  enert  In  d"n''l"g  withoot  the  aid  of  •  teacher.  No 
ether  Dook  on  dancui^  will  compare  with  this.  All  the 
latest  and  faalilunable  danccfl  are  minntely  described  bv 

[|liM« r»*MA  Itgnram  tmm  Mf «,  a-rplalning  poatHonM  In  rounS 

danceiu  etc,  and  thla  origins] 
method  enaMea  persona  to  leam 
the  waits  by  practicinar  it  •  very 
(ow  timesL  and  yon  will  have  no 
difflculty  m  acquiring  It.  Hints 
(ortheorgranizaiaonand  manage* 
mentofbails,Daitlea,eta.  Advice 
In  regard  to  theaelection  of  inusle 
for  tialla,  private  parties,  etc.  Ota 
Calling,  National  '  Guard  Qu*> 
driUo,  the  Plain  Quadrille,  the 
Lancer*,  the  Garatng*  Lancera^ 
the  CaledonlansL  the  Surprise 
Quadrille,  the  Ihlnce  Imperial 
Quadrille,  the  WalU  QoadirUIa 
Noa.  1  and  I,  the  Glide  Lanoer% 
the  Glide  Caledonians,  the  Fart> 
elan  Vnrieties,  the  London  PoUn 
Qu.idrlll&     Quadrille  Flgnrcs^ 

•  '"^ h  Figure,  the 

iire,tlieNlne> 
eeLPop  Goes 
the  WeaseL  Bpanlah  Dance,  the  Sicilian  Orcle.  Grand 
March.  Quadrille  or  Sqnaro  i)anc«a,  Explanation  of  Qua> 
drUleStepaand  MoTeniento,  liluatrationa  of  Five  PoalUons 
In  OaD^ng^  Points  on  Round  Dances,  the  Polka,  the 
WaluTtheKodem  Pluln  Walts,  Glide  Waltl,  thePoIka 
Maaonika,  the  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Vanoa- 
vleana,  Danish  Donee,  the  liacuuot.  the  Wave,  the  Bohe* 
niui,  or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka,  the  Galop,  the  Schottlscbew 
ike  Deoz  Temps,  the  Sicllienne.  Tlie  German— 56  Figures^ 
Bvlng  the  Noniea  and  FuU  Description  of  each,  and  Hoi* 
b  Dance  them  Correctlr.    It  is  a  book  of  great  valnsb 

St-psJd.    Spkciai/— Five  Bo^s  tor  tl!    Oct  ronr  of  yooi 
ada  to  club  In  with  yoa  at  25  cents  each,  ntaklncfllS 
gBdJlMBES^  set  your  own  book  free  oC  ^i^g^     ~^' 
>Addi«i  sU  artes  dlnct  to 


Tlie  Basket  Flgore,  the  8tar  figure,  the  Uarch  Flf^nret  the 
3ig  Fimire,  the  Hinuct  Figure,  the  Cheat  Figure 
Hn  FiKurei   Contra  Dances— The  Virglnie  KeeL 
Weas^  Bpsinlah  Dance,  the  Sicilian  Clrc 
reh.  Quadrille  or  Sqnaro  Dancea,  Ezplanatic 


WCTfUffATTS 

Book  on  tbe  Art  and  Asienee  of 


BOXING 


AND    SEIiF-DEriaTCB. 

nUJBXBAIED  WITH  OTKB  ' 

FORTY  ^NCRAVlNCSi 
mOB35  0EJIT9,  by  mafl,  pott-pakL 

Vhia  book  la  deaiffned  to  meet  the  wants  of  an  tboaa  who 
Quay  desire  to  leam  how  to  "take  his  own  part"  whea 
aasalled- lieitelthcr  for  plnararablepastlmeand  a  natural 
Oeslro  to  develop  the  musclea,  or  to  obtain  power  to  resent 
•aallzont  or  iujury.    ▲  CuUJUtOWtodRe  and  experience  o( 

the  rules  laid  down  la 
Uila  book,  and  a  care> 
fnl  study  of  the  platca 
thereto  attached,  will 
fmible  one  to  "hold 
Blaown  "  wheresoever 
Be  may  go  and  with 
Whomaoever  be  may 
Come  in  Contact.  The 
■>lcturea  show  every 
foasible  attitude  for 
|>k>w,  f olntMoiulodCS 
or^grtaway." 

A  volumlnooa  on& 
Bne  of  the  Uvea  of  • 
large  number  who 
have  entered  the  gla- 
I  dlatorial  arena  te 
prove  their  prowsaik 
"   -•-*    have   left 


and    who 
their  Impi 


tn  the 


world's  history,  la  also  appended,  as  examples  of  what  has 
t)een  and  may  yet  b«  achieved  by  thorough  training  and 
experience,    Tht 
of  some  of  the  ^ 
Corbett-Sulllvanflg] 

Ring  Rules  "andthe 

SB  Oenta  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  Srsoui^FlTe 
copieaforfl.  Oetfouroiyourfriendatoclubtnwlthyoa 
at  K  cents  each,  making  fl  U^  all,  andHbfreby  get  yOUf 
ewa  book  (roe  «t  chaige. 


'  Revised  QueensberryRolea."  Price 


W!eliiitaii*0  Booleof ,«, 


I,0YEL^TT.iR5 


BB10B»SCgNTa,T>ymafl,potMiaifc  I 

■RiamiSBOCNMerermoreprofoand  vaaBtytliBn  MMb 
There  Is  no  nobler  possession  than  the  love  of  anothea. 
There  la  no  higher  gut  frotn  one  bnman  being  to  annthas 
thanlovei.   The  glfc  and  the  possession  are  true  aanctlflen) 


of  life,  and  ahoaM  be  worn  aa  preclotia  Jewels;  without  a& 

atlon  and  without  boshfulnoaa.   For  this  reason  there 

_  lo(lnaloTeIetter,prai*ldedttba 

sincere.   A  celebrated  writer  once  said  that  "to  writs  • 


foctation  and  without  boshfulni 
la  nothing  to  be  saharoed 


eood  lore  letter,  jroo  most  begin  without  knowing  whai 

yoQszegoliwtossrsSiMXilDlsh  without  knowingwhiayoa 

'  have  aakL"  The  remaric 

Is  to  tome  extent  oorredk 

as  the  true  secret  o(  all 

•ooceasful  letter  •wrltina 

lies  In  the  power  oC  con* 

yeylng  the  thooghta.  (Mh 

Imn  sikI  dealiea  oC  tha 

wraer  to  bis  or  her  eop. 

respondent.  Such  alettes 

would  andoubtetllr  rellece 

the  state  ot  the  wrtteria 

ibcait.  agitated  and  dls> 

I  ordered  by  thetnmultnooa 

throbs  o(  masloni  bnt,aa 

"    (young 


the  seal  o(  young  persons 
generally,  m  mattois  as* 
(ectfaiguio  bear^  is  jm» 


apt  to  outrun  duereUatk 
■BTiW^flP  wonld  tmeoBSCIoaaly  be  gijeii  to  ahnni  aii4 
fooMsh  ijroteataUoM,or  toeitraTngnntlUKlromantload» 
istloaoc  the  object  o(  attachment.       _  .  ^.  ♦.  ..  __ 

To  obviate  this  tendency.  love  and  eoottshlp  letteng 
Aookl  bs  an  index  ot  the  writoc'Sgood  senaa  and  Juigt 
nontas w^  as  the  state  ot  the  aOSxstiona^  and  therefora 
regard  ahonid  be  had  Inthocompoeitlon  o(  them,  aa  well 
Mln  another  letter%  to  nroprletv  ot<llcaon.oorrec(pMa 
^taate  and  purity  of  style.  avoMfnff  the.  bombast  and  afi> 
f  ectatlooandmorbld  aenUmentalisinwhlchtoofreciaeiitiy 
chamctertMS  eplatkss  on  these  siibJects,  AndtttooghUI 
Boraona  ot  refinement  and  education  an  honorable  attaca* 
ment  will  aufflce  to  prompt  Its  candid  exprcarfon,thOTeara 
many  persona  not  possessed  ot  these  adrantageai  to  wbora 
correnondence  Is  always  attended  with  conaiderahie  dlfll* 
cnlty;  To  all  such  the  series  ot  Leltets  contained  tn  thM 
todL  In  which  delicacy  ot  feeling  and  the  warmth  ot  aa> 
|>rcsaon  suited  to  the  subject  have  been  carefully  blended| 
irill  be  found  an  Important  aid  In  aotnlring  (acilltyanfl 
accuracTlnthearto(Lettei^Writing.  Italsooontalnath* 
Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Ungusgeot  Love  PoeOoaJW 
rprtraTeil.  and  Bimpllfled  Rules  at  Onunmar.     Prlia 

wriKt^^^'Ge^Vurft  y^ss&jg 

trlth  yoa  at  t6  cents  each,  making  tl  la  aUsdM  I 
pet  ywuf^nrs  book  (reeo(chaiso.  < 

Addle*  aU  oidoradMoOMA 


BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBIOE  25  OKMVB,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book  la  designed  to  meet  the  wants  of  all  thoas 
who  are  seeking  a  flrst-closs  Business  Letter- Writer,  as 
It  contains  a  large  variety  of  carefully-selected  specimen 
Business  Letters;  also  a  lurgo  numlier  of  Legal  and  Mer- 
cantile Forms  timed  In  BuBuiem  mich  aa:  Articles  of  Co- 
partnership, Notice  of  DlRsolutlon,  Form  of  an  Amign- 
ment.  Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  Bill  of  Sale,  Power  of 

Altumey,  Judgment  Note^ 
Form  of  an  Order,  Part- 
nership Agreement,  and 
many  others  too  numerous 
to  mention:  also  the  Artot 
Becret  Writing,  Bualneaa 
Laws  and  Maxims  for  Bust- 
ne<w  Hen  and  Mercantile 
Abbieviation!).  In  rhort. 
In  the  poffea  of  thU  book 
are  set  forth  Business 
Forms,  Styles  and  Tcchnl- 
calitleH  to  aid  the  inexperi- 
enced in  the  routine  oif 
commercial  Intercourse 
ado|.ting  the  plainest 
terms  consistent  with  the 
Studious  politeness  which 
is  rigorously  demanded  In 
commercial  letter*.  Every 
poiiltlon  in  life  ilemonds  le& 
ter-writlng.  Aletteristhe 
great  link  between  parents 
and  children,  between 
lovers,  between  friends;  while  In  business  relations  it 
makes  fortunes  or  inars  them.  Irre^iectlve  of  their 
magnitude  and  importance,  commcicial  transactions 
are  generally  l>ogun,  continued  and  ended  by  corree. 
pondence.  Letter- writing,  in  Kcneral,  is  not  an  easy  task 
to  the  great  maloritv,  and  llusine^s  letters  are  still  more 
diiBcult,  from  tho  fact  that  greater  interests  sre  In- 
volved, and  results  of  gain  or  loss  ere  dependent  upon 
them.  Letter-writing  isan  aocomplishment  which  every 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  la  not  only  useful,  bus 
Tery  desirable  and  necessary  In  famlllarlxlng  the  mind 
with  btisinesB  habits  and  matters  connected  therewith. 
It  also  stimulates  the  mental  capacity  and  develonestbe 
Intellect  It  would  take  page  upon  page  to  explain  fnUy 
the  merits  and  usefulness  of  this  book.  »In  order  to  give 
everybody  an  opportunity  to  obtain  at  least  one  copy,  we 
have  made  the  price  very  low,  namely:  86  Oenta  per 
copy,  by  mall,  post-paid.  Bracui^Flve  copiee  fur  $1. 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  tSoenU 
each,  m'^'^g  fl  In  all,  and  thereby  Ket  your  own  book 
treeotcharge.  Addreat  all  orden  direct  to 


WEHKAITS  HEW  &60K  OP 


RIDDLES 


AlfD    CONUNDRUMSe 

PBICB  25  GENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

Thisbookeontalnsthe  "siftings''  from  the  •^holeiield" 
of  Kiddles  and  Oonundru  ma  along  with  a  lot  of  recent, 
flsst-daae  productions.  In  it  can  be  found  curious,  pua- 
aHng  and  pleasing  Riddles  aitd  Oonundmms  — to  suit 

e~eiy  phase  of  feel- 
ing, sentiment  or 
bumor.  A  capital 
book  for  end  men 
m  minstrel  enter- 
tainments, as  itcon- 
tains  questions  and 
answers  that  will 
Invariably  ••brinir 
down  a  house.'* 
With  the  aid  of  this 
book,  you  can  "hold 

Sour    otam'      with 
Hose  who  are  con- 
tinually "  springins 
old  chestnuts''   on 
to  you  —  yes,  nia- 
w/'l  v»»       a    J^  terial  with  which  to 

^^\\         oT        x  "crtJsh"  or  sUenoe 

M  y^\    \       Jr  \  would-be  punstetsi 

r  ^^\  \  A  -x^  1*  contains  Riddles 

and  CoDundmma 
that  wiU  keep  the 
whole  continent 
crnessing  and  then 
they'll  have  to  give 
^em  up  half  the 
time.  In  fact,  it 
contains  the  best 
aaalargeat  collection  of  Riddles  and  Oonundrumsever  sold 
at  so  low  a  prices    "'  "~  ~ 

gjrc^Py. 


raprice.  PWcoTWKMTYHFIVK  OKNTS 
;  by  mail,  poet-pal<l.  BnunAir- Five  copies  tor  tL 
of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  yon  at  20  centa 


four  of  your 


each,  making  91  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  bonk 
tree  of  chargB-  Clean  and  unused  XT  8.  postage  stamps, 
o(  any  denomination,  taken  same  aa  cash.  In  sending  sil- 
ver,  be  sore  to  wrap  a  small  piece  of  newspaper  around!^ 
to  prevent  it  from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send 
greenhacka  (or  large  amounts  if  not  inconvenle&t  to  yoo. 

Addreas  all  orders  direct  to 


ftsS^  SPEGiAL.--Any  five  25-Cenf  Books  on 
this  page  for  $1.00.  Qlean  and  unused  one  or 
two-cent  postage  stamps  taicen  same  as  easli.' 


ass«w  .11  „4^  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 


O^w. 


^k*i 


■fa  ~ 


r  jt^  -^  J  A  s 


AND  VENTRILOQUISTSVGUIDEi 

I  ^PBICE  S6  CENTS,  by aiaIl,po«fc-p>id.\ 


bin.    TKinstruetiunsforperfomilneamcapUinlyKiTeii 
tDM«iirelilUl,i>lUi»  little  pnLcUc«,<»ndotbeiB,aathey 


eat  *  peck  of  BhaTlnssamd 
tbem Into  a  ribbon— Ho  w  to  maka 
a  dime  pMBthrough  a  tot>l»— How 
t?  DuJia  lire  bum  snder  water — 
How  to  irat  •  rlntr  throagli  your 
elieek  and  then  brinar  it  on  a  •ticK 
— How  to  make  a  lo«2  danoe  wliUs 
It  lii  tiakincr  In  the  oTen— How  to 
ent  off  a^lcken's  head  wlthonQ 
klUlnff  tt— How  to  make  Ice  In 
Summer— How  to  change  water 
Into  wine— A  lamp  that  will  bom 
(or  a  year— How  to  cot  off  your 
noae  —  How  to  make  fireproof 
paper-How  to  eat  tow  andaetit  on 
'  fire  In  your  mouth — How  to  too- 
Awe*  iBoate  from  M»ck  or  canto-How  to  teU  the  wimber 
^^S2^5Sif-^ItowtoteninadTano8acart(»le^ 
kir  >^  Mut— How  to  tell  tt  a  person  ia  in  lore-How  to  ro^ 

E?ff *^'<^T^u?  (^^^uTfrienda  to  club  in  with  you  atSS 
5^S  «^  nuStlnJ  f  1  in  all,  and  t]iere*ygot  y<MU.S!wa 


/Bxnsn  BALLva 


^!^ 


POLIC^i 


Players*  Dream  Book: 

FBIOB  S6  CENTS,  by  mail,  port4MAI*1 

WKh  this  Boob  joataaTo  a  Sore  Guide  to  VacttyHnaaaa 
Mdlaeky  Mnrnhnra.  ItgiTeayoatbeTmelnterpretatloiB 
of  Dreams,  and  also  the  Numbers 
of  the  Lottery  to  which  theyAp- 
ply;  Oood  Comblnationa  to  Playt 
BignUlcatlona  of  Carda  Dreamed 
orTand  their  nnmbers;  ComKlna- 
tion  Table  for  Saddles,  Qin  and 
Horaeai  Table  for  finding  uicky 
Kombern  Mumbenot  Dream*  oC 
the  Xonihs;  for  the  Daya  of  tha 
Weeks;  the  Oraeolum,  or  Napo- 
leon Bonapcurte's  Book  of  Fluet 
the  XeUiodof  Worldngtbe  Ques- 
tions; Om  Oraeulum  Table— la 
fact,  this  book  gives  aU  the  snio 
Bigna.  Ton  can  fliid  out  by  any 
of  these  sore  systems  from  Uua 
bo<dc  whether  yon  will  be  rich  or 

. ■  ■  ■ —  poor,  lucky  or  unlockyi  whether 

yoa  win  get  expected  money,  lovers,  dotbea,  or  any  other 
autlcle  that  you  may  set  your  mind  upon.  Do  you  dream 
«f  lore  or  gold,  or  of  frtondahip,  of  foes,  or  of  lUeordeathl 
Sills  txxdc  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.  Ton  can 
•ell  your  own  fortune  from  its  pages  without  oonsnltlng 
amy  liTlng  f  ortone-teUer.  Price  2B  Cents  per  copy,  bv 
anall,  postpaid.  Spbcial— Five  books  fur  JL  Get  four  ol 
Spur  mends  to  dub  in  with  you  at  2S  cents  each.  makUfl 
BilTlililBllttrr^T  get  your  own  bookftcogtcBMge*^ 

BRUDDER    KINKHEAD'S 


STUMP  SPEECHES 


AND  DROLL  DISCOURSES. 
PRICE  26   CENTS. 

nis  new  book  of  S^nmp  Speeches  and  Droll  Dincnnrsea 
eompUed  by  Oeorire  Cooper,  is  •'  crammed.  Jammed  and 
boapedop"  with  "rib-ticlcliiig  an.i  Mde-spliUiiiK  "  read- 

Ititf  inatt«r— Ibe  very 
Juice  and  cre«m  of 
'C'loreU  oratory."  The 
bulk  of  lt8Coiir«nts  will 
serve  to  make  Itinse 
laugh  «'tio  never 
ianghed  before,  and 
thuae  who  always 
laugh,  laugh  all  the 
more.  The  following 
are  a  few  of  the  titles 
of  seIectionsc<>ntnliied 
in  this  book:  Amoving 
sermon— A  hard-nheu 
•ernion  —  A  modem 
serinon— A  negro's  ao- 
count  of  tlie  prodigal 
son- Brother  Gardner 
an.t  Judge  Culaver— 
Burleeqne  oration  on 
matrimony  —  Cud  jo 
Bardrin'8  prescrljitlon 
—  Election  «tuinp 
speech— How  de  Nort 
Pole  got  lost  —  Mr. 
■phralm  Mngglns  on  oilymargarlne— Plenty  Small'*  pro- 
OMUiiashun— Bev.  Uncle  Jim  and  Bob  Ingersull— stump 
■)seoh— Teeo  Brae's  lecture,  and  muny  olbera  /  PflOS 
tS  Cants  per  oopy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


JWIiHUfATTg 


Y/ITCHS 


Dream  Book  anf  Fortone  TeUerJ 

PBIOE  2SI0ENTS,  by  inaiVport-rn*i- " 

CypsyoC  modem  times;  she  gives  yoathe  key  to  unlock 
I  the  fumre,  and  makes  every  per- 
son thtie  own  Fortune  Teller.  II 
te^ehes  you  how  to  know  the  Sex 
of  Children  before  Birth;  to  know 
how  soon  y ou  wiU  Jfarry,  and  whaO 
Fortuneyoa  wlU  Jjave;  who  your 
Future  Husband  or  Wife  will  bet 
the  Lover'iiChann,  or  old  Witcher 
Trae  Uethod  of  Telling  Fortunes 
by  tne  Grounds  of  a  tat  or  Coffee 
Cup;  to  know  U  yonr  Love  of  a 
persoQ  WiU  be  Jlutual;  Fortona 
TeUingby Carda  ItteilatheNom- 
ber  ofWives  or  Husbands  you  will 
have;  how  to  Write  Love-Letteia 
Secretly,  so  that  tber  may  not  bo 
Discovered.  Tha  oM  Wit«b  eu 
_.  ^  bring  you  Good  or  Evil  Fortims. 

Dont  spam  her  and  you  can  Control  others  and  Find  Vvt 
or  Hidden  Trramires.  She  ia  PowerfuL  Price,  by  muL 
post-paid,  only  TWKNTY-nVKCKNTS  pw^^ 
IsUver  or  poata««  stamps).  Spkcx&I/— live  copiee  to 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  jroa  at  tt  t 
saob,  making  SI  In  all,  and  tliereby  get  jow  4 


OOOJPE3K/S  " 

YankMy  Htbrtw  ft  HaHan  Dlalset 


READINGS.^^RECIWIONS 


PRICE   ag  CEMTSs 

Ifito  new  book  of  Yankee,  Hebrew  and  Italian  dialect 

readinfrs  and  recltationi.  complied  by  George  Cooper.  Is 
gotten  up  to  meet  the  warts  of  the  many  who  ai«  alwaj  s 
■earcliing  for  the  latest  and  moH  popular  semsof  Yan- 
kee, Hebrew  and  Itallun  dialpctlo  Iiumor.  The  contents 
of  this  bonk  is  eiipecially  adapted  for  public  and  piivate 
reaiiiiigs  &  recitatluna. 
In  addition 
new  and  oriKlnal  ( 
tion8.thisi 
advantage  i 
together  into 
nme  al  I  of  the  bent  Tan- 
kee,U3brew  and  Italian 
t>ieces  of  a  liuuioroua 
natu  .e'  which  have 
bilhertoattaiiiedawlde 
popularity  tlirouirh  the 
publio  representatluna 
of  the  most  renowned 
bumortsts  of  the  day. 
Ko  other  book  of  its 
kinil  gives  a*  much  for 
th«  money.  The  follow- 
ins  are  a  few  o(  the 
titles  of  selections  con- 
tained In  thla  book:— 
Aunty  doleful's  visit 
Betsy  and  I  are  out— 
Courtin'  —  (^rlRtonher 
Columbus-Dave  Briirtrs 
—Fanner  Gray  gels  photographed -Forettm  views  of  tha 
Statue— GeorRa  »>  ashinirdone— Green  jji  ow  the  rashes.  O 
— Haniier— Isaao  Roaentlialon  the  Cliinem  qneation— Levi 
—Mine  Jakey-Mlne  frieud  GoldKteIn— A  New  Hampshlra 

firotest— One  hui«  shay— On  Baxter  Street  — Quit  your 
oulln'— SullivanaTS.  Sylvio  Sylvecto— Simon  Short's  son 
Samuel  —  St-lliiC^e  haiian— Solomon  laia'-'s  troubles  — 
When  Sam'w,-II  led  the  sinfriu'— Widow  Bedott  to  Elder 
Sniffles— A  Yiinkee's  honesty,  and  many  othera  Prios 
2&  Cents  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


Welunan's  Seleetlon  of 


AUTOGRAPH  AlBUM  VERSES 


FBIOE  35  OKNTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

A  eholoe  eolleotlon  of  comlo  and  sentimental  verses^ 
complied  by  Carris  L..  Wehman,  expreaslve  of  almost  every 
bhaje  of  human  feeling,  such  aa  love,  friendship,  admira- 

I  tion,  respect,  goiod  wishes, 
etc.,  suitable  for  writing 
in  antograph-albuma  No 
gvntleman,  vouni;,  mid- 
dle-aged or  olil,  can  go  at 
all  into  society  witboot 
having  some  fair  lady's 
"Book  of  Autographs" 
plumped  into  his  hands. 
He  feels  that  to  refuse 
would  stamp  him  a  "  mean 
and  selfish  person."  He 
cannot  be  a  gentleman,  in 
the  best  meaning  of  the 
term,  while  poBSCSSliig 
Buch  despicable  traits  of 
character,  therefore  he 
must  comply  with  their 
requests  in  this  direction. 
Left  to  himself,  be  would 
probably  write  "himself 
down  a  blockhead."  But 
this  book  wlH  help  him 
out  of  the  dilemma.  Hers 
he  will  find  something  apintmriate  to  write  at  once— 
whether  humorotuly  or  sentunentally  Inclined.  Price 
TWKNTY-Fiyi  CENTjB  per  copy,  by  maU,  pose- 
»al(  SrxciAi,— five  Buoks  for  91.  Get  four  ot  joa* 
friends  to  club  in  with  yuu  at  16  cents  each,  making  §1  la 
ail.  and  (bereby  get  your  own  book  free  of  ctuuge. 


Hehman's  Selection  of  .Popular 


DIALOGUES 


No.  1. 


:\ 


PBIOE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  post>paid. 

m«  book,  the  first  of  the  series,  contains  a  large  nnfl^ 
ber  of  the  finest  dialosrues  in  •  ur  laiiKuage.  Adapted  for 
Parlor  Euteriaiuments,  Social  0^ 
theringa.  School  Exhibitions,  eta. 
Many  uf  the  dialogues  In  this  book 
are  new  and  ori«(mal  and  cannot  be 
found  In  anv  other  book.  Great  care 
hns  been  taken  in  the  preparatlou  of 
tins  book — our  chief  aim  being  to  tn- 
seit the  " sif tings "  from  tbe'^wholo 
Arid"  of  Puinilar  Dlnloguea,  anltat>l» 
for  pnhlic  and  private  recital.    Piioo 

TWEWTV-FIVt  OINTt  P«r 

Copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  SpsciaI,— 
G<'i  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in 
.  vt  ith  you  al  »•  cents  each,  making  fl 
in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  chance.    Clean  and  unused 


V.  A.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denomination,  taken  I 

canh.  Ill  sending  Kilver,  be  eiire  tu  «  rap  a  nnail  piece  oC 
Dew  Bpaper  around  it,  to  prevent  it  from  tearing  tnrouga 
the  envelope.  Si-nd  greenbacks  for  large  amounts  If  Bofe 
Inconvenient  to  you.    "     "  -  -'  * 

ooopsse/s 
DUTCH    DIALECT.^ 


READINGS  .""RECITATIONS 


PRICE    25    CEiiTS. 

In  this  new  book  of  Dutch  dialect  readings  and  _ 
Uons,  compiled  by  Ueoiire  Cooper,  can  be  found  an  ak  in- 
dant supply  uf  itiLeregtinir  aii<l  mirth-urovokiiig  reading 
matter,  as  it  contains  thu  "  rtdinirs"  from  the  •> bole  Je0 


of  Dutch  bumor,  and  whett 


recited  at  social  nr  tr0ttr* 
gothetiiiga  they    In* 


vailably  "briiig  do«R 
ti.e  house."  The  ful- 
lou  inir  aix}  a  few  of  the 
titles  of  aelecltons  oon- 
toineit  III  tills  liook: — 
A  Dutchman's  answer — 
A  ImU'hman's  tsatl- 
niony  in  a  steamboat 
cose  —  Bieltmann  la 
Uar)  land-Carl  Dniidsr 
tulks  to  the  children — 
Coney  Inland  down  der 
bay— I>er  shoemakei's 
lioy— b>  r  nlRbd  behind 
GhriKtniao  —  Der  oak 
una  der  %  ine— Der  pat- 
ter of  der  shingles- 
Dot  ftmiiy  leetle  baby- 
Dot  iiohoken  bucket — 
Dot  mule — Dot  widow 
nnd  BhaUey-Dot  water 
pipe— lK)t Tife  of  mino 
—  Dutch  Maud  Mullei^ 
Dutchman's  clock-. 
Dutchman's  telephone  —  Dutchman's  serenade  —  Dyln* 
Tords  of  Isaac— Fritx  und  I— German   baihei — Go  var, 

"     '"  lt« 


Becky  Jllller!— Qretchen  und  me  k"  oud— Hans  und  FrlL 
—Hans  Donderbeck'8  woddinjr— I-eedle  Yawcob  StrauM— 
MltSlerel— Mother-in-law— I'uizled  Dutchman— Schloaser^ 
ride— Schneider's  riile— Vss  Bender  Henshpecked,  and 
many  others.  Price  2S  Centa  per  copy,  by 
pc«t-pald.     6P«ciAir— FiT«  copies,  to  one  addroM,  I 


!'L'it'' 


IRISH    DIALECT 


READINGS.^^RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

This  new  book  of  Irl«h  dialect  readincrs  and  reoHatkioa. 
coiniNled  by  George  Cooper,  is  niertliiK  « ith  eonimeoda. 
tion  everywhere, Iwcause  It  surpasses  In  ezoelienoe  of 
•ubstance  many  of  lu  higher-pik-ed  contemporartaa.  not 
•ayinira  word  alxiutthuM  seiUog  at  the  same  price.    In 

(aot,  it  contain!  the  flnsM  oollectlon  of  Irish  dialect  read- 
infra  and  recltaUoiis 
ever  sold  at  so  low  a 
prtoe,  and  ouicht,ther»- 
f  ot«,  to  be  in  the  hands 
of  every  lover  of  Irish 
wit  set  foith  with  ibe 
lrre«lHtlble  buniot  o( 
Itlsh  broKne.«It  bids 
fair  to  tieconie  one'of 
the  n  loat  |>opii  lar  booku 
of  its  kind  ever  pub- 
lished. Sendforacopy 
at  once  and  partako 
of  this  grand,  rare 
treat  of  Irish  humor. 
The  following  are  a 
few  of  the  tiUes  of  •»- 
lections  oontalited  In 
thla  book:- Blrtb  or 
Saint  Patrick-Birth  of 
Ireland-Biddy's  trials 
among  tbe  Yankees 
Exiles  —  Father  Phil's 
•ubecripUon  list-Irish 
pbllosonher  —  Irish 
Lochinvar— Illeorant  affair  at  Muldoon',,— Irishman's  per- 
plexity—Irish  antronomy— Irish  Excelsior- Irish  mothsr's 
lament— JImmie  Butler  and  the  owl- Kitty  Ualnoe— Kate 
Maloney— Uttle  Pat  and  the  Parson— Mrs.  Magooaln's 
daughter— Pat  O' Flaherty  on  woman's  rtghta- Paddy's 
Courting— Shamn*  O'Brien— St.  Pairtck's  martyrs  ghit- 
tatleb— Waks  of  Tim  O'Hara,  and  many  otlMTS.  Prio* 
29  Centa  P*t  copy,  by  mall,  po«-pakt 


I 


A4dr—m  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PuUislier,  108  Paifc  Row,  Nev  York. 


.,^^■,^.,^^8^ 


'^iitiSM^_. 


1 


.te0*'' 


GREAT  BIG  BOOK 


PRICE    2S   CEMTt, 

OUT   THI9   OUT   Mid  Mod  It  to  oa  with  28e« 
Qn  Mfr  or  u.  8.  poaUae  itainpti)  and  reoelTO  br  raiura 
W   BIQ   BOOK.  jMffM  neu-tr  »  root 

'  rtelniueot  for  the  million— 19  Sliort 
J^^^^  etori«i,M  Parlor Qamra 
-  160  KlddlM  aud  Oonun- 
dnim*.  Itt  Monay-llak* 
liilC  8«cretii,  IW  AltHim 
Veinefl,  1  Roman  CroM 
Puzslo.  1  Star  Punie,  t 
Chtiit'M  i^zsle,  1  Qreat 
IS  Puzzle,  1  Lauffbabl* 
Oani«  of  Furtune-Tall 
Inir,  1  DeKf  and  Dumb 
Alpbabft.  Its  Dedgns 
fi>r  StampiDir  Smbrol- 
derr  and  Fancy  Wortc, 
81  illuiitrat«d  R«buaN. 
1  Game  Nino  Penny 
Horria,  1  Oarae  Fox  and 
ae«ae.  116  Ptcturea  of 
Noted  Persona.  100 
Popular  SonKs.lO  Piece* 
of  Mualo,  1  Oracle  oC 
Kt.'met  and  Fortune- 
Telllnc  Tablet,  1  Buek- 
ner's  Mu^cal  Chart 
(■ame  aa  lold  for  $IM), 
Uie  Marrlace  Loukiny 
Ola**,  and  a  number  of  FUrtatlonit,  Oomlo  Readincra,  etc. 
If  yoa  fend  2So«  (>■>  •H^or  or  ix>staae  ttampa),  to««tlier 
with  Uilaallp,a«airuaranteeof  Kootl  fkltb  that  you  will 
belp  ua  make  aaleela  your  locality  from  our  llloatrated 
Catalogue,  Mut  f  r««,  we  will  send  one  of  theee  Qreat  Bis 
Books  by  return  maU.  TblaisacaraolMUMatoMOuretaa 
<orawholei>aaontor>quMfa 

OOOFH5R/S 


READINGS.-'^RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26    CENTS. 

AnawTohimAoroomic  ruaditiBra  and  recitaUoiu,  oom- 

filled  by  Qeorice  Cooper,  II MIT  of  which  have  never  be- 
ore  been  publiabed  In  b'ok  form.  Ita  contents  oom- 
prtaes  aoma  of  the  lieot  efTorto  of  auch  world-renowned 
Buniorlata  as  Mark  Twain,  Jualt  Blllluva,  Artan>aa  Ward, 
Bret  H&rta,  Bill  Nje, 
Wm  8.  Ulll>eit.  e.c, 
maklnar  it  the  beat  se- 
lecttou  of  comic  rt-ad- 
inga  and  recitations 
ever  aold  at  so  l'>w  a 
price.  Tlie  fullowlnf; 
are  a  few  of  tlio  tUlcA 
of  aelections  contained 
in  thia  bouk:— A  roared 
of  a  iral— Another  itlali, 
please— At  I»nK  Branch 
—  An  eiway  on  man— 
Bahjr 'a  aoliloquy  —  Boj 'a 
e«Kay  on  gli  la  —  Buck 
Kanshaw'a  funrral  — 
Chop  -  Chow  Chin  — 
Chinaman  and  the  rats 
—Deacon  J..ne9  — Girl 
of  the  Period— f)«or(te 
Wasblnfctuu—  Hia  love 
—How  to  iret  »lph  — 
Height  of  tlie  rldlcn- 
lous— Ills  lovely  Iniio- 
ceiico— Joan  BllllnRson 
eourtuhlp— Mark  Twain**  flAOd  llttto  boy-Hlght  after 
Chrlatmas— Prlse-flffhterto  hi*  (Irl— PbotographlnK  tha 
baby— R..meo  and  Juliet— A  scho-.l-girl's  letter— True  tale 
of  Wllu&ra  Toll— Twine— Torture— Upon  my  word  shedla 
-Yarn  of  the  Nancy  Bell,  am)  many  others.  PrIC* 
25  Cenf  per  copy,  by  mail,  poat-paid. 


COMIC  SPEECHES 


AND    RECITATIONS. 

'        PRICE   26   CENTS. 

Tbia  book  oootalnoa  choice  collection  of  Oomlo  SpMobaa 
•lid  KacltatinnH,  dealtcned  to  meet  t  he  wants  of  those  wbo 
wl*h  to  entertain  their  frlemts  wlih  tometblnir  "  leliab- 
shle,"  or  for  thoae  who  lik»  to  wliile  away  tlielr  lelaur* 
time  in  reading  auinethlng  that  Is  humorous  am)  eouclsa 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^_  At  ibe  same  time,  also 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^    for  those  wlio  wish  to 

forget  trouble  and 
drive  away  malanohulr 
for  the  time  being,  ana 
promote  cheerfulness 
and  wholeaunie  laugh- 
ter Instead.  Reader — 
doea  tills  apply  to  yonl 
If  so,  this  book  will  ail 
the  bill.  The  following 
are  »  few  of  th*  tltlea 
of  seleef  Ions  oontained 
tn  this  book:— A  toueb- 
Ing  appeal— All  about 
Marr  Ann's  moog- A 
weak  spot  In  lilsrscont 
— Afeard  of  a  Ml— A 
Dutch  sermon  — Bmd- 
der  Barnes  Is  grieved 
at  the  lack  of  faith 
wblch  prevails—  Dlah> 
couiid  —  Oolchman'a 
ezpei  lence  —  Frlta's 
e<'urtalil|>— Oaia  wsnl 
over  the  fence— How  Hr.  MoGlnty  won  the  wlddy— Id's  » 
welas-biar  dot  kiiowa  Id'a  own  schooner  —  Kept  ber 
firumlse— Moaea  8lrauM-My  maaleal  neighbor— Mr.  Dlffl- 
denfa  speech— Mecca  of  the  West— Mr.  Barney  Bora 
McFInn  declare,  his  Inteotluiis— Samtio's  wooing— Bortec 
man  Jim  to-TypawriUr  girl— Unele  Setb  on  tba  BMrrtaM 
niiBstlrn  '"tit — *-  woomg— Wlnnla's  walooin*— When  b» 
^uok  tba  town,  and  i  04  other  gw>d  ailiotlo— .»  fViM 
Tw«UyHi>»  Otif  pereopy.by—ll. 


'|iiniiinii'''iiiii""i""iiii""'"T 


WEHMAHV. 


MINSTREL 


Sketches,  Conundrums  and  Jokes 

P8ICEB  86  CENTS,  byaud],post*p«ids 


A  book  fall  and  running  orer  with  Me-spUttf ng  fan.  It 
eontalns  Conundrums  that  will  sat  the  whole  continent 
gneasinir,  and  then  they'll  have  to  give  'em  up  half  tho 
fime.  Jokes  and  Gogs  for  End  men— the  beat  lot  of  thees 
fanny  answers  and  qoestions  ever  publlahed.  Negro 
aketcbee— the  Mlnetrel  and  Showman  wUl  find  In  this  booh 
nil  the  aketches  they  want  to  set  a  house  In  a  rlp-roarlooa 
laughter.  It  also  contains  all  the  latest  Jokes  of  Thatcher, 
rrimroee  A  West,  Camomas',  and  Haverly's  Minstrels;  also 
Of  such  oomediana  as  Uarrigan  ic  Hart,  Bllly  Rice,  Oua 
WlUiaais.  Pat  Rooney,  J.  K.  Emmett,  Bam  Devere,  and 
man.^;, others  equally  prominent.  In  tact,  it  contains  iho 
best  und  moateomprwDtnaive  ooUection  of  Sketches.  Oo 
nandrums  and  Jokes  ever  soM  at  so  low  a  price.  Prloq 
88  Cents  cents  vr  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid  *8raciAl«— 
live  books  for  91.'  Get  four  of  your  frlenastocrab  In  with 
yon  at  26  centseach,  making  tl  In  all, and  thereby  getTCW 
own  book  free  of  charge.    Addreaa  all  orders  to  ^ 

Wehman'sTBook  of  Ready-Made 


SPEECHES&TOASTS 


PBIOE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  poet-paida 

This  book  contains  Presentation  Speeches,  At  and  Aftep> 
Dinner  Speeches,  Political  Bpeecliea,  Welcomes,  Congnito- 
lations,  School-Commencement  Valedictories,  Salutatories, 
ate.  Alao  Toasts  and  Sentiments  on  Tarlons  suhlects.  Aa 
Fou  are  all  aware,  not  everybody  Is  endowed  with  the  art 
Of  oratory  and  the  ability  to  make  an  off-hand,  wel  1-  roonded 

speech.  This  is  often  dls- 
tingniahable  among  men 
otculture.otherwiao  high- 
ly endowed.  They  may 
think  many  fine  sentl- 
menta,  but  be  unable  to 
Toice  them,  or,  if  they  at- 
tempt to,  do  so  in  aach  » 
rambling,  disconnected 
manner  that  their  words 
totally  fail  to  ImOTeas  tho 
pobit  Intended.  To  assist 
all  such  la  the  object  oC 
thla  book,  wherein  can  ba 
found  speeches  and  toaota 
suited  to  aimoat  every  oo- 
coalon.  With  the  aaBls^ 
anceof  thia  book  one  mar 
learn  of  both  mamier  ana 
matter,  and  become  ao- 
qultted f  or  many  of  thoea 
social  and  festive  occ»- 
slons  which  serve  to 
brighten  life;  also  those 
Mt  as  well  ag  thoaa  Inapt  may  learn  some  ieasona  from 
this  book  which  wli'  prove  of  profit  to  thorn  when  called 
npon  to  "speak  a  piece  "  or  respond  to  aomo  sentiment  or 
toast.  Send  for  a  C'>py  at  onco,  and  prepare  yourself  to 
properly  do  your  part  when  an  opportunity  or  aolicitatioa 
to  "speak"  presents  itself.  Price  SB  Osntg  per  copy, 
by  mall,  poat-paid.  SrEciAt,— Fivo  booVa  for  fl.  Get  four 
ofyoar  friends  to  club  In  with  you  at  85  centseach,  making 
pin  nil,  antt  thereby  get  youx  own  book  Ccee  of  chaiga. 

WEHMAM'S 

BARTENDERS 


Prle«   26  C«nts,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

ANEW,  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  tlie  correct  method  of  mixtnfr  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  principal  bar- 
rooms throughout  the  United 
BtateH  and  Canada.  It  tolls 
In  short,  how  to  make  all 
kinds  of  plain  and  mixed 
drinks — In  fart,  all  the  popu- 
lar iH'veraiicsot  the  day-  and 
is  desiKiied  for  hotels,  steam- 
ers, restiiurants,  clnl)-hou8e.s, 
saloons,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable Kulde  of  this  kind  is 
required.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  Improved  recipes  for  the  preparation 
of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies,  Bitters,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syrui>s,  Aerated  Sum- 
mer B»neratjea,  Artificial  Chainpajfiie,  Cider, 
etc.  With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  in  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  bartender.  8ent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 


TNI    MYSTERY    OP 


JLaO^TE 


Courtship  and  Marriage  Explained 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

r  ItaxplainsHowMaldensmaybeoomallappy 
Wlv«g,and  Bachelors  become  Happy  Hug- 
bands,  In  a  biivf  rpace  of  tnne  and  by  aaay  neihoda 
Also  containing  Complete  Directions  for  De- 
olarlna  Intentlonst  Acceptinc  Vows,  and 
Retalmna  Afrectlons,both  berare  and  after 
Marriage,  including  a  Treatiae  of  uix  Btiquette  of 
Marrlaaei  deacrlblng  the  Invltatlotia.tlie  Dreaaas,  tha 
Ceremony,  and  the  proper  behavior  of  both  Bride  and 

Rridegrooni,  whether  In  Public  or  behind  the 
Nuptial  Curtain.  It aJso tells  plaihlyliow  tobeKlu 
conrting;  ihe  wavtoireto'erbaahfnlnaas,the  way  to  "sit 
op";  the  way  to  find  the  soft  rput  in  asweethearf*  breart  i 
.tlieway tuwritealoveletter;  Iha 
I  «  ay  to  easily  k  in  a  itirl's  eonseiitl 
I  the  way  to  pop  the  qaeatlon  to 
hen  the  way  ''to  do  up  things* 
I  before  and  after  an  engagamentt 
I  the  way  to  recalreand  the  way  ta 
decline  an  offertthe  war  to  "glva 
tlie  mitten"  genteely;  thaway  to 
make  yourself  agreeable  daring 
an  engagement;  the  way  bridea- 
maids  aud  groomsmen  should 
dress  and  perform  their  itnties; 
'  the  way  yon  sh^niii  act,  and  tha 
I  thliiKs  y"U  aliould  do  at  a  Wed- 
ding and  Wedding  ReoepUonsi 
thenimitare^ecoratlon8,and  ba- 
I  bavlurlntlieBridaloiiamber;  tha 
I  way  to  make  Wlfa  and  Haaband 
'  "real  happy."  This  Is  lust  tha 
book  that  has  long  been  waiiiMl.  It  speanka  in  piaia, 
hoiieat  words,  reyeailng  knowledgethat  everybody  ouaht 
to  know,  Upon  subjects  of  asrltal  Iniporttoall  astne  veiy 
air  we  breathe.  Neither  those  already  married,  nor 
thoae  contemplating  the  tylnir  of  the  oonnnbial  knoc.oaa 
afford  to  ba  another  day  without  a  knowledge  of  tha 
many  myaterlous  tlilngsthat  areaotruthfully  and  vividly 
azplalue  1  in  this  work.    It  iajnat  the  very  treatlsa  to  ba 

in  the  hands  of  every  VounB  Bachelor  or 
Maiden*  every  Married  Man  or  Womans 
every  widow  or  Widower.  Young  or  Old. 

Ill  addition  to  the  above  It  alao  contalna  tlia  Lananage  oC 
Flowera,  Uiiahand'a  Commandmenia,  Wife'a  OuromaiMl 
nienta,  VerHiona  <>f  Love.  Pining  Table  and  Window  Big 
nallus,  Postage-Stamp  nirtatlon,  and  a  great  deal  of  tlia 
"cholceat"  love  poetry  ever  written.  Infaot,tberelanot 
a  lady  or  gentleman  in  tha  world— younger  old, single  or 
married— who  cannot  glean  a  vast  amount  of  useful  In- 
formaUou  that  will  enlighten  them  on  all  points  of  Coatt> 
slilp  and  Maniaga,  aa  well  aa  their  ancillary  dntlea 
pleaaureaand  oblTgatloaa  Ttilv  la thn m^at  nnniplnto.anil 
by  far  the  most  valuable  work  that  hasever  been  brought 
out  on  thla  all-Important  sunjeot.  We  beir  of  yon,  there- 
fore, not  to  confound  it  with  any  of  the  worthlees  bonks 
heretofore  lasned.  but  reroemlter  the  title,  Thk  ItTsmiT 
or  I.oTa,  Courtship  ahd  Haxbuos  Exflaincd.  Prica 
28  Cents  por  copy, t>y mail, post-paid.  SraaAii.- FiTa 
Cuplea,  yuur  selectluu,  to  oua  aiddraia,  for  $1. 


fSKEBJULAWB    NEW    BOOK 

-ON- 

ETIQUETTE 


POLITENESS 


^ntlOB  25  CEKTS,byxQafl,pOdt^»id. 

,  'At  last  it  lawKhln  tha  reach  of  erery  one  to  piiwurau 
at  a  trifling  coat,  a  complete  hand-1>ook  of  Ktiqu^tte  and 
I*Dlitenena  that  haa  no  peer  in  tlila  coantiy  or  Europe. 
This  book  liaa  none  of  the  ancientor  **  baok-nnmber  "  aog- 
(eationa  on  thla  all-Important  aabJact  which,  I  regret  tb 
say,  so  many  other  high-orlced  books  contain  in  a  marked 
denee.  It  Is  not  a  "haahcd-up"  or  "fake"  edition, 
bos  a  flratKsloss,  complete  hand-book  on  a  aabject  that 
cornea  next  In  rank  to  clcanlinesa— in  fact,  apractleal  In- 
structor ill  the  artof  etiquette  and  pollteneasoftbe  present 
time.  Good  manners  la,  es  almost  evetybody  knows,  a 
very  easenttal  factor  in  helping  any  ona  to  attau  and  oom> 
mand  ttia  reapect  o<  everyliody 
with  whom  ha  comat  In  coutaot— 
mil  la  or  female,  yoimg  or  old. 
I  This  liook  gives  a  thoroogh  ax- 

n nation  of  tha  deportment  oC 
hmaleaond  females.  It  teaches 
I  a  person  bow  to  be  ooorteooa  to 
■  all  and  still  possess  a  oertala 
I  amount  of  dignity  andsel'-respacfc 
I  It  teachea  now  to  act  la  any 
emergency,  or  enter  any  aoeiety 
without  embarrassment,  aud  how 
to  avoid  incorrect  and  vnigar 
habits  in  tha  street,  at  lioma,  or  la 
aoeiety.  It  teacbaa  yoa  bow  to  so 
behave  that  yoor  aocietT  wilt  ba 
coorted  and  aought  after  by  every 
one.  By  acting  apon  tha  advieo 
given  in  thla  book,  yon  can  gain 
aeceai  Into  any  family  in  America,  and  than  yoa  want 
nothing  but  opportunity  to  dlatingulsh  yocrselfc  la 
ehort, »  la  tha  beat  and  moot  compreliensiva  treadsaoa 
the  Kubjeot  of  Ellqaelte  ond  FDiiteneia.  Abatnu«  of  con- 
tents: How  to  enter  a  room  and  how  to  leara  it-How  to 
to  aoccat  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  tha  aUeat  How 
todraMwell.and  yet  not  gartehly— How  to  Ctva  and  ra- 
eai?a  Introductlona— Wlmt  kind  of  oarda  to  bava,  and  how 
to laeaent or aend  them— Tha  proper  modao<  alvingpi^i 
SBBta-Uow  to  ahaka  hands  and  bid  good-bya-Bow  to  h» 
gftn.  eonduet,  and  end  a  conversation— How  to  aootanpasy 


aoquatutanoeaoa  tha  promenade— Bow  to  aeak  a  panaas 
in  tlia  dance,  and  how  to  declina  aa  inTtbtflao— Bow  to 
behave  at  dinneia,  ellher  aa  hoat  or  goaat-How  to ' 
dnrliigeoaitalilpand  maniaga— Hott  to  "  pt 
atchureta.atpaitlua,a(o..eto.   Prica  T 

eopiMTar  IL   'Ctotraur  of  your 

-*  ^  — *!  TSrti  — 'fc«-g  i'  iaaa. 

taiakcE^  itddiSsatt 


Andr—  «ii  onif  to  HENRY  Ja  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  I08  Park  Row,  Now  York. 
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SS!!!  STUBEIT  OOUEeiW; 

r  It  SaM  ami  Preiiara  BatMHtt,  ltttltt« 
lltllit  awl  (Hilar  lataets. 

PRICE.  10  CBNTS. 


npHIS  must  be  claaaed  among  the 
most  faednating  of  reoreatlona; 
the  excitement  and  exultatk»i  aris- 
ing from  the  capture  of  rare  apecl- 
mens  Is  scarcely  ever  forgotten. 
Over  twenty  thousand  coplea  of  this 
book  have  already  been  sold,  and 
we  believe  this  ]f>opular  demand  to 
be  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  Its  use- 
fulness and  merits.  Fully  illus- 
trated. Well  printed  and  bound  in 
colored  cover.  Price,  by  mail,  poet- 
paid,  Ten  Oeats* 


wEHHAW's  BOOK  ON  sunio. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 

^OTHING  is  eaaier  to  leam,  if 
set  about  in  the  ri^t  way 
than  skating,  to  boys  endowed 
with  a  fair  share  of  that  happily 
not-at •  all •  scarce  commodity—^ 
pluck.  No  young  man  or  boy 
should  consider  his  out-door  ao- 
oomplishments  complete  until  he 
has  thoroughly  mastered  this  ex- 
ercise, and  with  a  little  persever- 
ance and  attention  to  the  in- 
structions given  faybj^  book  this 
can  be  easUy  diMfflB|ptkaJ  les- 
sons for  both  j^nl^md  fancy 
skating  are  given  in  this  work. 
Fully  illustrated.  Well  ptiniod 
and  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  Ten  Cents 


■^HWAW'g  BOOK  OH  FOOT-BILL 

^K     }  Praotloai  inttrMotiowt  aw  tha  Batlf  af  tht  Hayait. 

PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

I^HIS  game  Is  as  unquestionably  the  chief  winter  fport  as  base- 

*     bau  is  the  principle  summer  pastime.      From  a  rough-and 

ready  game  of  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  It  has  gradually  grown 


•S!i£*  PIKLM  MUWEI. 


into  an  institution  of  scientific  poiots.  In  this  book  will  be  found 
all  the  roka  of  the  game  as  played  by  prominent  duba  and  asso- 
eiatioBa.  Instructions  for  umpiring,  etc.  Well  printed  and  bound 
in  colored  cover.    Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 


PRICE,  10  CBHTB. 

^  CAPITAL  handbook  oon.| 
taining  illustrated  deaoHp- , 
tions  of  Uie  manner  of  perform- 
ing sleight-of-hand  card  trtoka, 
either  by  dextei  Ity  of  manipula- 1 
Hon  or  by  calculation  and  ar-i 
rangement  of  the  cards.    Also  a ' 
number  of  tricks  with  coins,  and ' 
special  apparatus  with  full  in- 
structions and  diagrams  for  their , 
construction.      Neatly  bound  in  , 
colored   cover.    Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  Ten  Cento. 


PWNMwn  BOXIM  WiTHOUT  A  MSTER, 

Or,  Ttxm  .Ari.  of  Etelf'PellMa.o^i 
PRICE,  1 S  CENTS. 


%^'% 


QELF-DEFENCE  always  has 
^^^jb^AWjgd  been,  and  always  will  be, 

■  ■^C"  ■  WMmn^    ^6  fii^  ^^^  °^  nature.     It  is  es- 
l^y'^^T^Hi^lIm    sential  to  the  safety  of  man  as  a 
"^*     ^      ^'  social  being  ;  it  is  quite  as  requi- 

site that  the  individual  should  be 
able  to  defend  himself  as  that 
national  community  should  be  In 
a  proper  state  of  defence.  F>e> 
nEseoB  OwBN  Swrrr  (master  of  i 
this  art),  the  author,  explains 
correct  pugilistic  attitudes, 
feints,  blows  and  guards  as  prao- 
ticed  by  the  most  celebrated  box- ! 
ers  of  tiie  past  and  present,  in  so 
simple  a  manner  that  any  person 
can  readily  ccHnprehend  them. 
The    book   contains    numerous  I 

illustrations.  Is  well  printed,  and  bound  in  cok>red  cover.     Price, 

by  mail,  postpaid,  Fifteen  Cents. 

HEURY  TUCKERS  QLOfl  BMCWO  MDE  EISY. 

PRICE,  16  CENTS. 


BY  OWEN  swim 

•  HefOtV  J.  WENMAN. 


rawroML 


pG  Dancing 

Made  Easy. 


HENRV  J.  WENMAN. 


HTBE  elements  and  practice  of 
this  art,  so  popular  on  the 
minstrel  and  vaudeville  stage,  are 
simplified  and  fully  explained  in 
this  book,  showing  the  steps  and 
figures,  giving  examples,  expla- 
nations of  the  terms  used,  and 

an  Information  necessaiy  for  b»> 
coming  a  thorough  and  graceful 
dancer.    The  book  also  contains  { 
appropriate  music  for  diHerentl 
styles  of  dances,  also  song  and 
dance    sketches    with    music. 
Well  printed  and  bound  In  col-  \ 
oted  cover.     Price,   by    mall, 
postpaid, 


Address  all  orders  to 


HENRY  J.  WEHINAN,  Publisher,   # 


PaHi  Hew*  NEW  T( 
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BLACK  JOKES 


-FOR 


BLUE   DEVILS 


it^VELL,  It  to  to  lanfirht' 
▼▼    IcrlnAl  f  nnn  V  book  th« 


This  ta  the  or- 
iginal f  annr  lxx)k  that  prodacm  broad 
grinfl  ana  huee  icuiiaws.  It  Is  an  overlastlngr 
oomacopia  of  fun.  It  contains  the  very  es- 
sence of  negro  min- 
strelsy, consistingr 
Of  plantation  ana 
"high  life"  stories, 
hlghf  alutin  and  bur- 
lesque sermons,  die- 
away  songs,  colored 
Jibllosophy,  opening 
okes,  compllcatea 
'conxmderiums," 
nigger  wlttlclsmsi, 
and  an  endless 
variety  of  Ethiopian 
dialogues  and  sable 
wit,  Bnowlng  up  the 
peculiarly  laugh- 
able character  of 
"Sambo"  In  the  strongest  colors.  It  is  fully 
niQBtrated  with  a  hundred  of  the  most  comical 
of  all  comic  designs  ever  engraved  on  wood. 
If  yoa  would  laugh  until  the  tears  stream 
down  your  cheeks,  send  for  this  large  boiler 
full  of  "hot  tamales."  Printed  on  a  good 
quality  of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type, 
4nd  bound  in  handsome  colored  corer.'"  Price 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by 
mall,  poet-paid. 


WINHAirS 

TEN-CENT 

COOK  BOOK 


REPLKTE  with  everythliur  pertaining  to 
every-day  cooking,  and  biByond  doubt  the 
best  cook  book  pobllshed  at  a  low  price.    It 
teaches  how  to 
prepare  In  a 
uwty,  yet  eco- 
nomical m  a  n  - 
ner  all  kinds  of 
Soups,  Chow- 
ders,    rish. 
Meats,  Poultry, 
Fowl,  Qame, 
Vegetables, 
Salads,  Pastry, 
Tarts,  etc.    Ills 

Just  the  thing 
or  the  young 
housekeeper. 
All  the  recipes 
are  written 
from  actual  ex- 
perience, and  number  almost  two  hundred 
and  fifty.  The  plain  and  familiar  style  adopt- 
ed by  the  author  In  describing  the  details  of 
the  various  culinary  operations  commends  It 
to  the  notice  of  all  economical  housewives,  as 
It  affords  the  bent  results  with  the  least  ex- 
penditure. It  Is  well  printed,  on  a  good  Qual- 
ity of  paper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and 
neatly  bound  In  handsome  colored  covers. 
Price,  bymall,pos^pald,  only  Ten  Cent*. 


BLACK 


artJ 


TImi  SoIsiic—  of  Magic,  WIfchofff,  Alohsmy, 
Necromancy,  Mctiwrism,  Etc. 

PWOK.   BY   MAIL.   PO»T-FAID.   2B   OMITS   PKW  OOFY, 

'I'HK  dark  night  of  superstition  will  never  end,  and  no  day  will  ever  break  to  drive 

*     away  maAlnd's  firm  belief  in  the  mysteries  this  wonderful  book  unravels.    This 

hook  opens  the  sealed  doors  to  ail  sciences  mentioned  In  its  title,  and  is  the  most  com- 

Kete  and  practical  one  now  published  on  these  subjects,  at  a  low  prices  With  this 
>ok  In  your  possession  all  mystery  will  disappear, 
and  what  before  seemed  to  you  beyond  human  ex- 
planation, will  become  as  clear  as  the  light  of  day. 
It  embraces  twenty-four  large  chapters.  In  which 
the  following  subjects  are  fully  explained  by  a  most 
celebrated  authority:— Human  superstition  and  the 
occult  sciences  —  Artificial  somnambulism  —  Spirit 
mirrors  —  Influence  of  animal  magnetism  on  the 
mind -Necessary  precautions  —  Influence  of  animal 
magnetism  on  the  body— Principles  of  Delruze— Plan 
of  Hesmer— Rules  governing  spirit  mediumship  to 
be  observed  when  forming  spiritual  circles  —  Psy- 
chology pathetlsm— How  to  perform  the  Davenport 
Brothenr  spirit  mysteries  —  Mesmerism  —  How  to 
charm  those  you  meet  and  love— How  to  make  per- 
sons at  a  distance  think  of  you— Electrical  pyscnol- 
ogy— Magical  sciences— Witchcraft  and  Magic— Al- 
chemy —  Black  or  Dia- 
bolic magic  —  Magical 
forms  and  ceremonies — 

Necromancy— Apparitions— The  lllumlnatl,  and  Phantas- 
magory.  The  subject  of  Mesmerism,  or  Hypnotism,  which 
ts  now  occupying  the  public  mind  to  a  large  degree,  is 
treated  on  in  this  work  to  an  almost  exhaustive  extent.  By 
a  knowledge  of  this  art  you  can  make  the  wkak  as  strong 
as  a  HON,  or  the  "  bully  "  as  timid  as  a  child.  You  can 
cure  disease,  cause  others  to  come  to  you,  lovk  yod,  and 
OBKT  TOUR  xvKRT  WISH.  Or,  If  you  dcsIre,  you  can  make 
FUN  BT  THX  HOUR  through  tts  agency.  Everything  apper- 
taining to  this  subject  IS  carefully  explained  In  every  de- 
tail, in  plain  and  concise  language,  so  that  any  person  of 
ordinary  Intelligence  can  fully  comprehend  It  and  meet 
with  succes.^  if  they  follow  the  Instructions  In  this  book, 
,    ^^.    ^    ^  .  after  a  little  practice  at  home.     In  the  hands  of  some 

people  this  book  is  a  sure  fortune.  Send  for  a  copy,  it  Is  a  treasure,  valuable  all 
tbrougb  one  s  life,  and  worth  many  times  the  small  sura  we  ask  for  it.  it  is  printed  on 
a  good  quality  of  heavrpaper,  from  clear,  readable  type,  and  neatly  bound  In  hand 
SSfJiSSr??  £?,\®,^  ^^i.£?„"®"J,^J^  '"*•''  post-paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS.    U.  8.  poeuge  stamps  Uken  same  as  cash. 


J 


~ 


BuiLoma, 

lOWIIHI  aiid 
SAILINa 


FmOK  10  OKNTS. 


|K  this  hook  wOl  be  found  several  chapters 
■  on  Modeling  a  Boat,  Ship-building,  Rigging 
a  Ship,  etc.  Everything  appertaining  to hoats 
Is  f  Idly  explained  inplaln  terms,  with  an  avoid- 
ance of  technical  obscurity.   It  is  Illustrated 

with  a  number 
of  diagrams,  as 
follows:— Mod^ 
for  half  the 
deck  of  a  cutter 
—  Diagram  o  f 
forms  for  cut- 
ting out  a  boat 
—Form  of  stem 
etc.  —  Model  of 
schooner  — 
Sheer  Plan  of 
Ship  —  Half- 
Breadtb  Plan 
—Body  Plan— 
The  Keelson  — 
Planking- Cat-« 
^     ..        „  head— Knots 

and  splices— Stepping  a  Mast.  By  following 
the  instructions  set  forth  in  this  book,  any 
person  who  is  interested,  whether  they  have 
had  any  experience  or  not,  can  learn  the 
science  of  bent  building  in  a  very  short  tl 
It  Is  well  ininted  on  a  good  quality  of  ] 
from  clear,  readable  type,  and  neatlj  1 
In  handsome  colored  coven.  Prloe  nv 
P06t-paid,only  TEN  CENTS. 
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WEHMAN'S 


FISHING 


PRIOC  20  OENTS. 

nTHIS  Is  a  practical  guide  to  bottom,  trolUnff, 
•  spinning  and  fly  flshlng,  with  a  chapter 
on  flshlng  in  the  sea.  The  book  is  published 
te  meet  the  reqolrements  of  all  persons  who 
desire  to  become  proflcient  in  this  art,  whether 
It  be  in  siA,  Luu.  rivkr  or  brook.  It  is  toe 
only  complete  guide  now  published,  at  a  low 
price,  for  anglers  in  all  parts  of  the  United 
States,  both  in  salt  and  fresh  water.  It  gives. 
In  full  detail,  ample  directions  for  catcblne 
all  the  different  species  of  flsh  that  inhabil 
our  waters;  the  proper  season  for  fishing  for 

them,  the  baits, 
tackle,  etc.,  to 
bensed.  It  also 
contains  various 
useful  tables  in 
the  Fisherman's 
Calendar,  as 
well  as  practical 
hints  on  the 
making  and 
mending  of  fish- 
ing-gear, fly- 
dressing,  and 
oddmemoraoda, 
which  would  be 
duly  appreciat- 
ed by  thoee  who 
have  ezperi> 
enced  the  chagrin  of  tackle  breaking,  mes  be- 
coming exhausted,  in  the  midst  of  a  day's 
sport,  when  away  from  the  usual  sources  of 
supply.  This  book  is  fuUV  illustrated,  and 
contains  a  large  number  ofengravlngs  of  the 
different  Una  of  hooks  osed,  their  nanlbera, 
etc.  If  you  are  a  novice  in  this  sport,  and  de- 
sire the  oest  of  Information  on  the  subjec^  or 
even  If  you  have  had  experience,  you  will  find 
in  this  work  valuatde  hints  and  sugReettone, 
which,  if  you  follow  carefully,  will  enable  you 
to  become  an  expert.  Send  for  this  vi^aable 
treatise,  and  learn  the  secrets  uidreetpee  ot 
a  venerable  and  successful  flukarnaaii;  yoa 
never  have  or  never  can  make  alMtttt nvett> 
ment   Price,  hj  ibaH,  postpaid,  2S^C«ntt. 

ttii 


IMtms  all  orders  iired  fo  lENRY  J.  WEIIM,  Publisher, 

■••••••••••••••••■•••••••••MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMt 


iOI  Park  Rmv,  lEW  TMl. 
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